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PREFACE. 



In pi^e|miing tbe Amencan Miofltrel for the 
preaa, no expense or trouble h^ been spared 
to render it aeceptab^e to all lovers of song; 
and it is believed that it will be found, on 
eiamitiallon, to bo superior to any work of tlna 
tiind that has hitherto been o0ered ta the Amer-^ 
iean Public . 

The Music has been selected and arranged 
from a very extensive assortment of the beat 
and most popular song[ tunes, by a gentleman 
of acknowledged musical taste and abiUtjeSt 
many of which are now, for the iirst limej pub- 
lished in this form. 

In this collection will be found many songs 
that have never before been presented to the 
public, Boveral of which were written expreaaly 
for this work, together wiih most of the pop- 




4 PHBFAOX. 

Qlar and fiiTorite airs of Messra. Sloman, Gow- 
ell, Wood, Sinclair, Phillips, Simp8<m, Keene, 
Matthews, Peaiman, Eberle and Drake : Mea- 
dames Knight, Feron, Austin, French, Wood, 
Barnes and Pearman: Misses Petrie, Kelly, 
Rock, Stephens, Clara Fisher, George, Jeffer- 
son, and other celebrated vocalists. 

It is -apprehended that nothing will be found 
in this Tolnme which can either directly or in* 
directly Dflfend even the most fastidious. 

dndnnuiif June^ IS36. 
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Anld IittiVK Syve, 



&f^^ 





On tnld laif ■>'[»« my d^^i. On duld 



^SP^^S 



«fiM. And ofl t'mba't vltli load f«|T«tt Oa »uld lane a^ 
1* ^ , 



A WmimAN MD Wl' RML . 



TbfptoSBf^d friendship clMer'd my heart, 

I vankly gave thee mine ; 
When thou wert near^ ceased to weep, 

For anld lang syne, dec 

I felt while to thy bosom press'd 

That geeater bliss was minis, 
Than e'er my youthful heart had known. 

For auld kng syne, dec. 

But fortone points thy path of fife. 

Far, fiir away fifom mine ; 
This hour may be, when Aext we meet. 

An auld lang syne, &c 

Then fere-thee-weU, if thou art blest. 

Thy fifiend will not repine. 
Bat sometimes give a kinidly thought. 

To auld lang syne, dec. 



A Boat, a Boat*— A Catch. 




To lavf h« and qualT, and drink good sberry. 
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Mf»iv we are met,— A Csitii. 
^ Allegro. 




Now wti An m«tr >et | nUrth a > bmni, \ 



!>ei 



S-J^::^^ 
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^^cr 



Antl let tJie cAtch | ami J«t the cstcli | 
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aEF?i 



ife^^z r^-pPEsa p 



And |1» £o [ TDundf itnd glee go | 
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Now we arc met, let | mirtli « - bound, 



aB^^ 



x: 
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And Jet the carcli and g\m - - < ^ fo round ! 
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ZIZT 
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EMind, )el tlia cat<^b and [glea g<» round! 




Cr«e. Long tine hut tboa Mtn ttrrytng hen, Aii4 
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ftin thou wDuMvt ids klM^ But L' 



tilth, rtnll 
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!, Tflint never ■! 



ibftll huve thr 



S^l^p 




Too roucb <!aro wil! make a ypiang raaii loot grey ; 
|j]d too much care will turn an old aan itito cUj. 
My wife wiJL dance, and I will ntig, 

do tni^rrlLy pa^^ the day ; 
Wot 1 hold it one of the wiseGt tbin^^ 
To drive dull care away. 

BrJitkft he tliy I>r«aiiifl, <^ 
Bright he thy dreamfl, may aU thy weeping, 
Tum into ^mJieB^ vvbite thou ati tlecptng. 

Thaoe^ by death or sea^ removed, 
Piienda, who m thy spring time kne^ theep 

Ail lboa*st ever prizM or lovM, 
In dn^nu come amiiing; to ib£C^< 
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Thfl mbletoe hajDff in the ..cftstleluill.TlM , 
And^ baron'i retainer* were hinm and,gay* And 
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tsin^'^ssss^a^ssr"' j •"»*«• "»- 




held with a hihefa pride. Hif beantiAiI child, ytmnc LorelTi 



g p^ sirrrTOi 



bride. While ihe with her bright eye> •eemM be The ittr ofthat 
jfd/i». 



BBigarEm 



■oodly com - pa • ny. 



Oh! themi«-Ie-toe 



( ^ ri i josin^ 



bOBfht 



Ohlthe ndt-Ie-toe boofhl 
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« Vm ytenrf of damung n<iw," dte ciied ; 

'* Here tfirry a moment — fll hide^ Til hide : 
An3 LoT^iJ, be aurc thou^rt the firat to tmce 
The due to my secret HuTking place/'' 
Away the ran, and her friencl^ b«gan 
Sach tow«t- td (Search, aniJ each nook to acwn ; 
And joang t#oveU cried, ^^ oh where dogt thou hide ? 
Tm fenesom© without thee, my own dew bride," 
Oh, theimsLetofl bough : 

They aoojght her that night and they sought hex next 

day, 
And they eoH her Ln rain, when a week ps^^d away : 
In the highest — the lowest'-'the toneliefit spot^ 
Yottng Lo?el| ^ught wiJdly, but found her not. 
And years 6ew by ^ and their griefs at last, 
WftEt told 09 a sorrowful tale long paet ; 
And when LoveU appoai^ed the childnsn ciiedi 
** See th^e old man wcepe fof hia &iiy bride," 
Oht the mialetoc bough : 

At length an oak cbeat that had long lain hidp 
Was found in the castle — ibty raised th^ lid, 
And a skeleton form lay mouldering tbere> 
^ the bridal wreath of the bdy fair ; 
Ohf Bad was her fate : in fiporLive jest 
B%e hid from ber brd in the old oak cheat ; 
It doaed with a spring ; — and h«!r bridal bloom) 
L^ withering there in a lonely tomb I 
Oh, the mislotoe bouglu 

The bli«« of If ear«ti. 
Go wing thy way iroro ilar to •lar, 
From world to lumiiiotu world, a^ far 

As the univcrHo aprewila its iDaming wall ; 
Take all the pleasures of all the dpheres, 
And multiply each thrangh endless years^ 

One minute of HeaTen ia worth them all I 
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fint a • Qoent* Tour locks were like die 'niTen, Tour 




beoDie brow w«a brent 1 Butnow your head*i tam*d bctid* J^uu 



I 



KI-Pi=Kft 
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Your kMkeara like the inow* Tet bleesiBgi on your 
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firoe • ty pow* John Anderecm* my 



John Andenon, my Jo, John, 

When nature first began 
To try her cannie hand, John, 

Her mnter-woik was man : 
And ycm among them a', John, 

8m trig frae tap to toe, 
She pioWd to be nae jonmej-wiikt 

Jdm Anderson, my Jo. 
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Jo!m AfidanoDj my jo^ John, 

Ye were my first conoeit» 
An4 JO need na think it utrange^ John, 

Though I ca' ye trim and n^t; 
Hiough »<mie folka (ay je*« auU, Johlv 

I never iliiiik je bo. 
But I think ye*re ays the ame to nw, 

John Andereoiii niy jo. 

John And^roon, my jo, John, 

We've seen our baifHB* bairn*, 
• And y6% my dear John AntTersan, 

Tin happy in your anus ; 
And sae are ye m minCj Jobti — • 

Tm vnTe je'll neV uiy no, 
Though the days are gsne thai y« hate 

John Anderson, tny jo. 

John AndeTfloPt my jo, John, 

What pkoEune does it giei, 
To acfl aae many spmats, John, 

Spring up 'tween you and me ; 
And ilka lad and Jajss, John, 

In out footEtepa to go^ 
Moke perfect heaven here on earllk^ 

John Anderson, my jo* 

John AudeTHon, my jo, John^ 

Wo clamb the hUl thcgithcr^ 
And monle a catitie day^ JohtJ, 

WeVe had with ane anither; 
Now wc maun totter down, Jolm, 

But band in hand we*U go^ 
And we*n steep thegither at the bot, 

John Anrlerson, my jo» 
2 
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pftrtodfrom the tltore, And 
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OMTM tlM drippini^oarj These toils are borne with happy \ 

cheer. And ) 




•ver may they ipeed, That feeble age and helpniate dear. And 




tender baimiet feed. We east our lines in Largo bay, Onr 
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Beta an lloatiiic wide, Oar bonny boat with yielding svray 
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^^rsiTjtfizfc 




e 



33; 



^ 



lodu Dgbilj' on liiD tldo; And bfLppjrpiOTO 






Mif ^llf Jiot Up - * an tha 



(^^I^Se 




fctert on leiTidi,i>ur kiii<illy cot, Whero mU oar tieiuiinft lig. 



The momiiuil on her T&ck may nng. 

The witch iijay weave hef cbanti^ 
But water Fprite nor eldrith thing 

The honnj boat caji horm^ 
It oal^Lj bears il^ acaly ^toro 

Through many a stormy ip.hr 
While joyful ehoutii nB& fmm the shoz^ 

Jta homeward prow to hait^ 

Wo cast oui Un^ in Lsigo bay^ 6cc 

Sleep, gentle I^adr* 

Sleep gentle ladyj the flowera are doeing. 
The very windi^ and VfiLVti reposing^ 

O mnj our Hoft ajwl Bootbijig immbere ; 

Wrap thee in svifcclor, softer MumberiB, 
ReAce be ^oiuid tiiee, lojly biighU 
Bleep while tvc sing, good nightj good night. 
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1 O wheie, tell me wiMre, u your BigUand iMMiefops? 
S O wiMre, tell me where, did year Hifhlaiid laddie Hsyf 




He*e gone with etreaminf bannen where all ooble deede are 
He dwelt beneath the hoUy-tree, beiide the rapid 
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O what, tPll mc wbat, docs your Highiand laiJdic wflarT 
A bonnet with a lofty piuriic, t)io fjalJajU bjad|rc of wnr. 
And a piaid aoross his maiilj br«^^tj that yot shsll 
wear a etar. 

Suppose, ah ! istjip[>risc lb at flomc cruH* cruel wouotl 
Should pierce your Higliland Jaddie, aad all vour 

hopes confound I 
The pipe wotdd pLay a cht^ring naarch, tha bannera 

round him fly, 
The apjrit of a Hiijhlaad chief would lighten tn hia eye; 

Bui 1 wilJ hope lo see him yet in Scatland'a bofiaie 

!>0Qnd5^ 
His native l^jid of liberty shall uutse iii« glorieoi 

WODUdjQ, 

While wide through all our Highland hill* hh war- 
lik(? name resounds. 



iVbltc sand;— A Catch. 




IVlui'll 



la 



xMsaaoAN KxsifrmmL, 



9mMMy mmA Jenny* 




0OIB0, oome, bohnio" lassie^cryM Sandy 



^^B^^^m 



wa\ Whilst mlther ii spinniQf , and f»tber'i &- 






W, The ftlkB are at work, and the bairni are 



F^TOfl^g 



__ 



fft^ 



at plajF, And we will be married, dear 



^^H 



Jenny lo • day. And vn will be 




married 



d««r Jenny to • day. 
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Stay, Btay, bomkiB Laddie, then cried I with apeed, 
I WB'na, I ma'na, go with yous indocd ; 
Besides, Bhould I do i«), what would the hJka m ? 
So T^B caJiM marrjj destr Sandy, to-day. 
Lislj list, botime Lassie, and mind wh*£ you do, 
For Pe^gy and Patty I gave up for you ; 
Beflidei, a full tweUemonlh we've trifled awty, 
And one or the other V\i marry to-day; 

Fie, fie bonnie Laddie, then crieJ 1 again. 
For Peggy jtju kis8*d 'tother day on the plain ; 
Besides a new ribl>on does Patty display, 
And we camia marry, dear Ssutdy, to-day- 

O, then, a good-bye, bonnie Laeeie, cried be, 
For Peggy and Patty are waiOng for me ; 
The kirk is bard by, und the bell calls awty, 
Ajad Peggy or Patty Til marry tCKday. 

Btay, Akiy, bonnie Laddie, cried I with a armle. 
For know I wHt paiing. Indeed^ alt the while j 
J^* Pfi^gT go ypin^ Eind seud Patty atray^ 
' Aii4 w© will be married, Jear Sandy, tonday. 

AwrAY$ my gallant Pagv, awayf 

Away 1 my gallant page, away I 

The clarion sounds afbi ; 
I aee lEie victorV proud array, 

Beiurmng from the war. 
The heroes throng- the sbioing strand, 

Thy valiant lord i^ ihoie ; 
And thou ahalt fr jm hig lady's hand. 

The promised greeting bear: 
Theu gallop eway, my yoting and braw, 

The welcome call obey, 
And metiiry ejwed thy eager iteed, 

My gallant boy, «w»7 T 
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Bolinie Doiim; 

TWO VOICKS. 




RPMS 



^S^^ 



ye bloom sae fresh and fair ? How can ye shaant ye 



I^PS^ 




lit - tie birdfl, And I sae weary fu'ofcaro? 
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m^m^m 



m'lt bTgak my briut tliou vt^Uiftg bird, i^tKt wiatitm 







throogh tbo flowery thoTji, Thitil mJadxt me of departed 




tiiyii> De % jiart - ed ne - ■^Bf Lq retanr. 






OJi have T rov*d by hfmmeVouti, 

To see the roafl and woodbiue twine ; 
Aiid ilka bird smig o* ita lovc^ 

And fondly e&e did I o' njiQe; 
Wi* lightsome heart, I pu*d a rose, 

Fu* Hweet wjtQn itstiioiDy tree ; 
And my fau£e lover etole my ros*>t 

But nh I he left the thorn wl' nie. 
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■w««t ipring tioM did Ikll ; Wat the Mi) • l9r*a kHr«l j 
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daaghter, Fairott of ^^^ all. For hk 




lirids ft aoldier aooght her, And a winniaf 



i-f^ p —^■f-^-w-t''^ 





tmifM had h«, On the ba|ik> of Al • tan 
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wa • tor, Mom ao gay aa aha. 
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On tb« banks of Allan water^ 

Whtn brown nutumn spTPad its stor^ 
ThtT^ I saw the MUIct'h dawghter^ 

But flho flmiled no mote* 
Tot Ihe enmmerT grief had bfO«g;Ht httTi 

Ami} Ibe eokiicr T^ihc was ho; 
On the bimks of Allan wator^ 

None was cad es ^^^ 

Oti thp banks of A]Jan water. 

When ihc winttr^s snow fell fii»l, 
Still was Men the Miller s daughter^ 

Chilling- blew the blast f 
But the MtlleT'& lovely daughter^ 

Both from cold and cnrt w^ Qcei 
On the banks of Allan water, 

There a corse lay lihe* 

Spring time of rear !■ coniinff. 
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f^S 



The rpriog - time of jeaf ia eatning. 



I^^^^E^ 



gt Birdi life blEthe^ ^re lilitbn qciiI gof ; 
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May, love, And' all t^e vcrld is 
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florkras tun is brighter, Tho balmy air ia 
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light -er; £*en w<mian when we meet her 



^^^m 



la thii sweet time, 

Th» gale is gently swelling, swelling, 

With fragrance from the balmy grove, 
And youthful swains are teUing, telling, 

Their happy tales of love, love, 
l*heir happy tales of love. 
Spring makes the pulse with pleasure beat, 

Spring makes the heart with rapture thrill^ 
Each maiden hastes her love to meet, 

With hope and joy his heart to fill. 
The spring time, d^c. 
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b! •'vrejct Home I 

' Mid pleasures and palaces, though wo msj i 
Be it ever so humble, there'a no place like home ; 
A charm firom the skies'seemn to haibw tm there, 
Which, seek through the world, k ne'er m^ with 

elsewhere. " 
Home, home, sweet home! theiy^'a tio pb<% Ukc homie, 
Thcre^s no place like home. 

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in ^ &ia ; 
Oh ! give me ray lowly thatch 'd cotlngc again. 
The birds singing gaily that came at my <^, 
Give me them, with the peace of mind, dearer tbvn d]< 
Home, home, sweet home I therc^s no plux like hotne» 
There's no place like home. '"^ 



O, 9ti8 r.ove, ''ll» JU^fve^ 

As sung by Mi. TuiLLtva. 
O, 'tis love, 'tis love, 'tU lave, 

From woman's bright cjo glaudng ; 
O, 'tis love, 'tis love, 'lis Jove, 

Every heart entraadng. 
What claims the monarch's duty 1 

What soothes the {^c^u^ont's pain T 
What melts the haughty beauty, 

And conquers her diadain T 

O, 'lifi love, 6k* 

O, 'tis love, 'tis love, 'tia love, 

The warrior doth inspire ; 
O 'tis love, 'tis bve, 'tm love. 

That kindles soft desire. 
On rocks or lonely mountains, 

In palaces or vales^ 
In gay saloons near fountains, 

'TIS love alone prevailB, 

O, 'tis lev*, ice. 
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AMBRiOAir ipraBTBBl:.. 
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Tine Sttsltia^r.WlftitCi'SerfeaiH, 
At ranf by Bfin WrnmmfOL 
If I had a beau^ 
For a soldier who'd go, 
Do you think Fd aay no 1 
No, no, not I ! 
When his red coat I saw. 
Not a sigh would I draWf 
Bat Fd give him ** edat*' for his bravery ! 
If aci army of amasons 'e*er cataie in play, 
As a dastung white sergeant Fd march away, 
March awi^. 

When my soldier was gone, 
D*ye thii^ Fd take on. 
Sit moping forlorn t 
No, no, not I ! 
Ifis lame my concern. 
How my bosom would bum. 
When I saw him letum crown'd with victory ! 
If an army of amazons, dbe. 

irre been BtMiBtinff. 

Af nog by Mmdame Ysstrxs and Min L. GilUmoham. 
Fve been roaming, Fve been roaming. 

Where the m^ow dew is sweet, 
And Fm coming, and Fm coming, 
: With its pearls upon my feet 

Fve been roaming, Fve been roaming. 

O'er the rose and lily fair. 
And Fm coming, and Fm comings 

With the blossoms lA my hair. 

Fve been roaming, Fve been, roaming. 
Where the meadow dew is sweet. 

And Fm coming, and Fm coming, 
With its^iearis upon my feet 



AMSMWAH XINBTBEL. 



VwB be«n rouDia^, Pre been roimingf 

Where the honej^vuckle cmepiy 
And Fm ^sotmng^ imd Vm comingp 
Wi^ its kiwes on mj lipp. 

Tv9. been roaimng^ We been roenunf;, 

Over hall and over plun^ 
Aiid rm coming} and Vm oonrriTigt 

To my bower back ftgiun, 

Li& let ni dLeruh^ 

Whtle yet the taper gEowi^ 
And the &esh fl^m'fet 
Pluck ere it close. 
Why are ^c fond of toll «nd care ; 
Why rhoosB the rankling thcim tO ww. 
And heedless by the lily Htmy^ 
Which bloflBOEDii in our way 1 

Life let ua chemh^ &c. 

When cloud? ob«;urc the atmosphuT^, 
And foHtfd fightninga nond tho air, 
The fmn reaumea his diver creat. 
And smiles adown the weaL * 

Life let ua cheiiqh, Sec* 

The genipl scaaonji eoan are o^afj 
Then let ne, e'er we quit this ahoia^ 
Contentment aeek \ k la life'a lestr 
The aunsbine of the breast. 

Life let ua cherish^ dtc 

Away with every teil and eai-e, 
And cK^OBe the rankling thotn to wear ; 
With manfiil hearts \i!k^m conflicta i 
Tim d«ath aounda the retreat 

Lt£i kt na eheriiihi Ac. 




fi 




AMMSaCAS MIN8TBEI.. 



Be|r tlie iNmnie Breast-luftoto* 

As taag bjr Bliss Gborqb. 

H^ the bonnie, ho ^e bonnie, hej the bomue 

breast-knots, 
Blythe and merry were they a', ^en they put on 

the breast-knots. 
l^iere was a bridal in this town, and till't the lasses 

a' were boun, " 
Wi* mankie icings on their gowns, and some ci 

them had breast-knots ; 
Singing, hey the bonnie, ho the bonnie, hey the 

bonnie breast^mote, 
Blythe and merry wer they a', when th^ pot <m 

the breastrknots. 

At nine o'clock the lads convene, some clad in blae, 

some clad in green, 
Wi' shennen' buckles on their she^i, andflow'rs 

upon their waistcoats ; 
Out came the wives a' wi' a phrase, and wished die 

lassie happy days. 
And muckle thought they o' her claes, especially the 

breast-knots ; 

Singing, hey the bonnie, &c 

The bride she was baith young and 6ir, her neck 

outshone her perlins rare, 
A satin snood bound up her hair, and flow'n among 

the breast-knots. 
The bridegroom gazed, but maist, I ween, he prized 

the glance o' love's blue een. 
That made him proud o' his sweet Jean, when she 

got on her breast-knots; 

Singing, hey the bonnie, ^cc 
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Zftii n* Ua«l« to Kolrin Crore, 

A* wu.Bg bj ftfr. BrjjijliIt in t!ie Op?ca nf Caj Mnnoerinf* 

Jjet tia bEt^te to Kelvin Gmves bocinie lassie O^ 
^*hro^ iiB mazes hi us rove^ bonnie lasaio O, 

Where the toec in all Ite pride^ 

Fointa Uu! boUow dingle eide,, 
Where the midmght Mries gUdcj botmie la^e 0. 

We will wandijrBy the. mill, boujiie liisftie Q, , 
To the cove hesid& the rill, botinie loseie O, 

Where the gleris rebound the call 

Of the lofty watcT'fall, 
Through the mQunidii'a rocky hail> bonnie loiele Q. 

Then we^il np to yonder ^lade, bomiie lassie O, 
Where so eft, beneath ila sliodci bounio liLsak Op 

With the Bongstera in the grove. 

We have teld our tali; of love, 
And Have eportive gorlandg wove, bonnie lastic O. 

But I s&on must bid adieu, boimie lassm O, 
To the fkiry scene and you, bonnie las^ Oj 

To the Btrcamlet winding- deaTi 

To the fragrant-dented brier, 
Even to thee^ of all nioE^t dear^ bonnie luaasie O* 

For Oie froTvns of fortune Low^r, hounie lassie O, 
On thy lover, at this hourr bonnie lasEte O, 

K'er the golden orb of day 

Wakes the warbler from the sprsy, 
Ttom tlxia land I roust airay, boiinic loasie 0. 

And "when on a dij&lani: sbore^ bonnie luseio O;, 
Should I fkU 'juiJst b^ttle^u roar, bonnie lassie O, 

Wilt thmi, Ellen, whfMi you hear 

Of thy iovei on }as bier. 
To his memory phetl h tear, bonnie lassip H 1 
3* 



9ti99 Tkief, #r ^e SMlea Heart. 

Am nag by Mim C Fn&tt. 

QUjp thie^ stoptiii6f» my heKri ii goiie astray. 

And I think 1 desoy. 

In yon fiur lady's eye, 
The delinquent who stole it away ; 

When it leftits own breast, 

It was clad in a vest 
Of true love, unsollied and bright, 

And naught firom its hbme 

Could induce it to roam, 
But the luster of loveliest light 
Stop thie^ stop thief^ my heart is gone astray. 

And I think I descry. 

In yon fiiir lady's- eye. 
The delinquent who stole it away. 

Stop thie^ return my heart, I pray, 
I would wiUigly give, 
And pray how can I tive. 

If my heart be Uius stolen away : 
Bo but think of my love. 
And the loss it would prove. 

Then restoi» it — ^and yet ' twere in vain ; 
For it is my belief. 
That each eye holds a thief. 

That would steal it again and again. 
Stop thief, dec. 

01^ no I I9I1 ncTcr n&ciitioii him. 
At tmng by Misi OsoBOfi. 
Oh ! no, ni'never mention him. 

His same is never heard ; 
My&w are now fiurbid to gpetk 
Tmt once familiar word ; 
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Ftom aport to flpoit thsy hutr^f roB, 

To bamsh my regret; 
And when thty win a swale EtorA me, 

Thty think \hal I forgeU 

Th^ bid too week, in cbaiig» of flOTae, 

llifl ebatndA that others sn^ ; 
Bat were I in a fbrcign land, ^ 

TbejM find no chaiig^ in me. 
'Tb true that I behold no laott' 

The valley B where we met 5 
I do not ^e that hawthorn Xzegf 

Bui how caci I forget ! 

They tetl me he is happy tiow, 

Tho gayest of the gay , 
They hint that he forgets hia VQW ; 

But heed not what they say j 
l4ke mc, perUikpfiT Uc fitru^gka with 

Eftch feding of regret, 
But if he loves ns I have lov'd. 

He never caji forget. 



£t«t tbitt bro-n^^ on tby bosofu ret- It ui 119. 

I^t thifl hrow, on thy bosom recliningi 

Cease to ponder on pageants gone by ; 
Let these eyes, dimmed %ith fruiUesa repining, 

Dwell no longer on hfB*a darkened Eky. 
For where elae may these temples, reposing, 

But on thftt couch of peace, eluaiber iWac ; 
And where else inay tiiose swollen ej'eliil*, closing, 

SafeJy Test, butj dea/ woman, with thee 1 



Yet when £utc sti^al* tKoe heju^ for our 
Adding^ gnVfs to he hafflrd alonr, 



mng, 



m^^ 
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O'er Uie world's weary waste then, while, hast^ping. 
What shall soothe us like loveliness gone t 

Lo ! a hed 'neath the turf is preparing, 
To its bosom the wanderer shall flee : 

For with woman no longer life sharing, 

Where, O gsave ! shall we rest, but with thee ? 



Tlfto Carrier Piflfcon* 

Am Bvng by Mn. Holmajc. 
Come hither, thou beautiful rover, 

Thou wanderer of earth and of air ; 
Who bearest the sighs of a lover. 

And bringest him news of hid fair . 
Bend hither thy light waving pinion, 

And show me the gloss of thy neck ; 
Oh ! perch on my hand, dearest minion, 

And turn up thy bright eye and peck. 

Hero is bread of the whitest and sweetest, 

And there is a sip of red wine, . 
Though thy wing is the lightest and fleetest, 

' Twill be fleeter when nerv'd by the vine. 
I have written on rose-scented paper. 

With thy wing quill a soft billetdoux ; 
I have melted the wax in love's taper, 

' Tis the color of true hearts, sky blue. 

I have fastened it under thy pinion, 

With a blue ribbon round thy soil neck, 
80 go from me, beautiful minion. 

While the pure ether shows not a speck : 
Like ft doud in the dim distance fleeting, 

Like an arrow he hurries away, 
And ftrther and farther retreating. 

He is lost in the clear blue of day. 



■' ' w 

AU laail to the DraTo ana Tree, 

As *titi|f by MJM C'LAttA FflltEB, 

All h^t to the bnx^e and fit4?| 

On land or &n rolling sca^ 
Wiose hosts advance, with swoiJ anj limcc, 

In the cause of Jibertj, * 

And whiJLher in triumph- a car, 

They foUow vicf ij'a Btar, 
Or patriotfl fsll 'jii?ath j^lory'g pal]. 

They etill arc the pride of ihft twar. 

Then hail to the brave and ffee. 

On land er on rolling' sea, 
Whose hosU advance, with sworJ and Uhm, 

In the cause of liberty. 

Oh, who on the titWa ixTCame, 

Shall boast the highest oamo ? 
Or who shall bear, from woman feir, 

Those smiles which the world would cluiiB ! 

For whom shBll the eon 15^ arise^ 

Which a peopje ecnd the skies ? 
For whom tihall bloom, on Ihc hattJo tomb 

The launcl which nc\er dies ? 

Oh, none but thi5 bruvc and free^ 
On land| &c. 



) 



Then rai«e oar flag on high, \^ ^ ' 

A meteor 'gainst the sky ; . 

With rolling drunn, wc'IJ proudly come, L 

To guard it, or to die. '[ 

Finn place the lance in T^»st, ' i 

Against a faithful breast; 
The tnimpcLs call, obey we aJlj 

And valor shall do the best. 

And then with tho brave and free. 
On Und, Ac, 
C 
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m 



S4 AMBRICAN lONBTBlL. 

iRnui^ll 1M King l^vt Cliarlle. 

At rang by Mr. Kbbnb. 
The news fine Moid«rt cam jestreeiiy 

Wull sune gar mony fiurlie. 
For ihip o' war lia'e just come in^ 

And landed Royal Charlie. 
Come thro* ^be hither, around him gather, 

Ye*re all the welcomer early ; 
Around him ding wi' all your Idn, 

For whall he king but CharUe. 
*• Come through the hea^r, around him gather, 
Come Ronald, come Donald, come a' thegither. 
And crown your rightfu' lawAi' king. 
For wha'll be kmg but Chariie. 

The Highland clans, wi' sword in hand, 

Frae John o' Groat's to Airlie, 
Ha*e to a man resolv'd to stand 

Or fa'-wi' Royid Charlie. 

Come through the heather, &c 

The Lo?»hnds a*, haith great an' sma,' 

Wi' mony a lord and laird, ha'e 
Bedared for Scotia's king vad law. 

And ipeir ye wha hvf^ Charlie. 

Come through the heather, dec 

There's no lass in a' the land. 

But TOWS, baith late an' early, 
T9 man she'll ne'er gi'e heart or hand, 

Wha wadna fecht for Charlie. 

Come through the heather, dtc 

Then here's a health to Charlie's cause, 

A94 \>e't complain and eariy. 
His Teiy name our lieart*B bluid warms—. 

To anus for Royal Charlie. 

C<^ through the heather, dice. 



AMEHTCAK HlTTirrSXL. 



KelTiit Gt«y«. 



Let m bftfltje to Kelvin GrQ^^ botmj Inddie, O;^ 
The sweet soetie of earlj lo?e, bonnj toddie, O, 
Fatiewell lo cot and uiill, farewell to d«U and bilT; 
Well fondly gaze adieu, bontiy laddie, O. 

Hark I tbe dniois to arms beat, bonny laddie, O, 
Let MA marcb, our fecj to meetr bonny laddie, O^ 
When in the battle Aeld^ love^e ^ardian angel ■bield. 
And my prayer «hall be for thee, bosny loddU, O, 

If thon^rt wounded in the strife, bonny laddk, Op 
t wdl cheer and ^ard thy life^ bonny laddie^ O, 
Amid dread war^e alarms, thy pillow be my armi^ 
Till healtii again reatere my d^x bonny laddie, O. 

When peace Hhall bless oui tihore, bonny tsddie, O, 
To our native hills onee more^ bonny laddie, O^ 
With little Qoi and mill, beside the M and bill. 
And Scotland's sons sball bail my bonny biddie, O^ 



An iitn^ by Mre^ Ansnit^ 

And they^re a' noddin^ nid, nid, ruiddiiu 
And fbey're a* noddln, at onr houjse at 1 
Hie eats lo'e milk and the dop to^e broo^ 
I The ladu lo'e ]a5»e« and the laasea lo*e tods too ; 
I An^d theyVe a^ noddin^ nid^ nid, noddin^ 
j* And' they're a' noddiny at our houM at hame. 

O they're a' nod Jin, nid. iiid, noddin, 
O they're a* noddin at our botise at hamc ; 
fn eoraes eld dame w^ a pan o' good bnoo, 
< Th£ de'il take tidc^ ye a* for ye'vc been a noddin i 
1 And we'ie a' noddin, Ac. 
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O we're a' noddin, iud» nid, qoddin, 
O weVe a' noddin at our house at luune ; 
An' how d'ye dame, and how d'ye thriver 
An' how many baima ha' ye 1 Laarie, I ha' ^y9 ; 
And they're a' noddm, &c. 

O we're a' noddin, nid, nid, noddin, 
O we're a' noddtn, at oar House at hame ; ' 
But the drams they beat, and the fipes Ihey play^ 
And the lonlk are a' crazy for to march away ; 
While we're a' noddm, dec 

O we're a' noddin, nid, nid, noddin, 
O we're a' noddin, at our heus^M huBosr 
My Jammie tarry not, when your country €i^M, 
For glory waits on him wha ibr Scotland fit's ; 
While we're a' noddin, See, 

Ttkfi minute Gun at Sea. 

Let him who sighs in sadness ]iear» 
Rejoice and know a friend is near : 
What heavenly sounds are those I hear-> 
What being comes the g^oom to cheerl 

Wheh in the storm on Albion's coast, 

The night-watch guards his weary, weaiy post. 

From thoughts of danger free ; 
He marks some vessel's dusky form. 
And hears, amid the howling storm, 

The minute gun at sea. 

Swift on the shore a hardy few. 

The life-boat manned wi& a gallant, gallant crew. 

And dare the dangerous wave; 
Through the wfld surf they cleave their way. 
Last in the foam, nor know dismay. 

For they go die crew to save. 
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But oil I what raptures 011 eaich breftst, 
Of thje hApleaa crew of the ship dktrtMf'd ; 
Then landed sa^ what pjs to UtU 
Of all the dongera th^t bdbll ; 

Thon ia hcurd no ntore. 

By the watf h on the ahofe^ 

Tlie minute gun at ae&. 



DliMvIl Uf tb« Battle Fl^ldU * 

At lanf by Mr, H^iiM. 
March, to tho battle iietd; 

The foe u now before ui, 
Each heart ia freedam^a ehi^Jd, 
And beaten tB smiling o^er us ;; 
The wocR, the pains. 
The ^ting chsin^ 
Which kept our ^ipiTits under. 
In proud dLsdalfi^ 
We^ve broke again ^ 
And tore each link asunder I 
March to the battle fietd, * 
The foe ia now befqre us, 
Hach beart U frei^om's shield, 
And heaven is amiliiig o'er IUii<i 

Wlio, for his country brave, 

"Would 0y from her invader 7 
Who, hia base tife to save^ 

Would, traitor4ikc, degree b«r ? 
Oar hallow'd cause, 
Our home and bwaj 
^Gainst tyrant pow'r snataiuii)^, 
We'll gain a crown 
Of bright reuuwn^ 
Or die^ om rights maintaining! 
March, &e. 



|. 



Am nmg by MIm BnratpM. 

Tbt Campbelk are oomm, O ho, ho^ 
The CaiApbells are comin, O ho, O ho, 
The Campbdis are c(mtin 
From bonny Loch Lomond. 

The CampbeHa are comin, O ho, O ho. 

Th^ great Aigyle he goea before, 
He makes the guns. and cannons roar ; 
WV sound o' trumpet, pipe and druin# 
And banners wavmg hi &e sun. 
The Campbells aie comin, Axi 

"WV bonnet blue, auld Scotia's prid^ 
And braid daymore hung at their side, 
Wi' plumes aU noddiog in Hat wind, 
They ha'e no left a man bdiind. 
The Campbells are comin, dtc. 

Haik ! haik ! the pibroch's aouiid I hear. 
Now bontte lasMe dinna' fear ; 
* Tis honor caUs, I must away, 
Amle's the word-^and ours the di^. 
The Campbells are comin, dx. 



Tike IXilwkmtreVm lietiuni. 

The minstrers returned from the war» 

l^th spirits as buoyant as air ; 
And thus on his tuneful guitar. 

He nngs in the bower of his fiir : 
The noise of the battle is over. 

The bogie no more calls to aim% 
A soldier no more, hot a lover, 

I kneel to iSke power of thy cfaarma ! 
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Bvreet Udy^ deal lady, I'm thine^ 

I bend ia the magic of beauty, 
Though the helraet and burner are mind, 

Yet JoTe calls the soldier to duty. 

The ndnstrel hk auit warmly pf est, 

She bluBh'd, Bigh^d, and hung down h<?r he«4 
TUl conquered} ahe M on hii breast. 

And thus to the bappy youth fiaid : 
" The bugle ehalj pajrt us, lovej neverj 

My bofiom thy pUlow ahall be ; 
Till death t£ara Ihee &om me for ever. 

Still faiihfult Fll perish with thee," 
Sweet iady^ dear lady, I'm thine, 

I bend lo the magic of beauty ! 
Though the helmet rind banner are mlaC| 

Yet lovo calls the soldier to duty^ 

But femo railed Ihe youth In the field, ^ 

His bannijr wav''d over hb head I 
He gave his guitar for 'Jl ehield, 

But soon he hild low with the drad : 
While she, o'er her young hero hendingj 

Eeeeiv'd hia expiring aJieu ; 
" I die, while my country defending, 

With my heart to myJady-love true." 
" Oh ! death I'' theu she Bigh'd, " I am thine, 

I tear off the roees of beauty, ' 
For the gtave of my hexo i» minttj 

He died true to love and to duty V* 

Jfl<!etiitg^ Off tlie Wq^ters, 

There is not in the wide world a valley so fwect, 
A# that ¥ale iti whose bosom the bright watera meel; 
Oh I the last ray of feeling and life must depart 
E'er tlu> bloom of that valley shall lade fiforo my hearty 
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Tet it was not that naturd had shed o'er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green : 
'Twas not the soft teagic of streamlet or hill. 
Oh ! no, it was something more exquisite sdll. 

'Twas thatfiriends, the beloved of my bosom,were near. 
Who made each desur scene of enchantment more dear; 
And who felt how the best charms of nature imprbye, 
IVhen we see them reflected from looks that we love. 

Sweet yale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest, 

In thy bosom of shade, with the firiends I love best ; 

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world 

should cease, 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. 



My boimie lioss. Hour turn to i 

As •UDg by Mr. Pba^vah. 

My bpnnie lass, now turn to me. 
And give a smile to cheer me. 
An honest heart 1^1 gie to thee. 
For in truth I love thefe dearly. 

Come o'er the heather. 

We'll trip together. 
All in the morning early. 

With heart and hand, 

ril by thee stand. 
For hi truth I love thee dearly. 

Come o'er the heather. 

We'll trip together. 
For I heed neither mother. 
Nor father, nor brother. 

With heart* and hand, 

ni by thee stand, 
For in truth I love thee dearly. 



AXBRICAN MIXSTREL. 4t 

Thera'i miuiy a loss I love full wet], 
And majiy who love me dearly, 

Bui there's nt*tt o one^ except tlijfld^ 
Thmt I e'er could love ftjncerelj, 

Come o'er tbe hcmther, ^g. 

FnoiD TeuBchlsnd I comc^widi my light wares all luden. 
To dear sunny Engl^und^ in aummer^e g^y bLooim, 
rben !i*ten, feir Jadj , and young pretty maiden, 

Oh buy of the wuDdering BavarJin a hrniom ; 
Buj 9. broonj, buy a broonii ftp^kenj *^ boy 

broom/* 
^ Oh buy of the wandering Bavarian a broonir 

To brash aw^y msects^ that somedmes annoy you, 
You*n find it quite handy to ur« night atid day. 

And what better exercise, pray^ can employ you, 
Than to sweep al^ vexatious intruders away * 
Buy a broom, Ai^ 

Ere winter cornea on for awect bome soon departuif , 

My toils for your favor a;^ain I'll resume^ 
And while grauiudc*s tear from my cy tlid ia atartiDgf 
Bless the time that in England, I cried " boy a 

broom." 
(sptthcn.) Yes, I ghalt go back to my own coun- 
try; and tell them there^ I sold at! my wareg in 
Bnglaiid^ singing:, 

O ipein lieber Angustin^ Augnstin, Anguitin, 
O mein lieber Auguetin, Alios ' iat weg, 

Bock let weg 

Stock ist weg * 
Auch ich bin in dem drick: 
O taein Uebor Angojstin, AUes ist weg* 
4» 
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Oliy yest ire-often uMiitlvB l^r. 

Oh, yes, we often mention her, 

And breathe again her cherished name. 
And though she new is &r away. 

She lives within my heart the same. 
I think not of her loss with teara, 

Nor nourish with a vain regret, . 
The memoiy of former years, 

Although I never can, forget ! 

. I do not fly from scene to scene. 

That tiioughts of her may cherish'd be. 
For Bhe is still where'er I roam, 

A solace and a joy to me 
I stray where we have often stray'd, 

And linger where we often met, 
Without a thought of grief to shs^e ; 

Although I never can forget 

They tell me that contentment dwells 
Within my calm and spotless breast, 

And how can I unhappy be, 
, When she I love so well is blest ? 

She thinks no more on other days, 
With sorrow or with vain regret. 

Although, perchance tike me, d^e says,. 
I never, never can forget 



Cuslilaiiiacliree* 

Ai con; by BigDorina Gakcia. 

Dear Erin, how sweetly thv green bosom rises, 
An emerald set in the rftg of the sea; 

Each blade of thy meadows my fidtfiful heait [ 
Thou qneen of the west, the world's CushlamaciuPieb 
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Thy gaim open wide to tbo poor and tlie itmif^j 
There flmilea hoapitabt^, hearty and free ; 

Thj fiietidihip Is n&ea Ld the momen*. of danger ^ 
And the wanderer in welcomed with CiuhlAma- 
chnae* 

Thy ions thej lue brave^ but the battle once oner, 
In brotherly peace with their foes they agrtm ; 

Ai^ the rofle^t cheeks of thy daughters dificover, 
The «oul-«[»eBkiiig blush that saya CuBhlamBchrec, 

Then ^urish for ever, my dear native Brin, 
WhiJ£ sadly I wender an exile from thee, 

And firm tm thy mountmnSf no injury fearm^g ; 
May heaven defend ite own Ciublamachree, 

The Smile of Contotttniienf «jia IiOve+ 

Tu JfS— ' ■ KirUocb of Ri okfcli/^ 
Oh ! dear Is my cotta^^ unclouded by §onow 

And awoet is the bower my Emcline wove ; 
Ah I nought from the gay or the wealthy Vd borrow, 

While blessed with the smile of uontcntmont and 1ot& 

The mirth of my diildran, their ptayfiil GBreeasa, 
Um^asing delight to a parent miiat prove ; 

Then talk not of him who more splendor posset^es^ 
My wealth ia the smile of contentment and love. 

The morning awake^i ns to health and to bbor, 
The lark points to heaven aa first to be pnaiged^ 

The evening procures me my fiiend and my neighbor. 
To join in the tribute by gratitude raiaod. 

And while with anch maeis te>04^o« my dwelling, 
WbUe harmony still Lingers over the groves 

Oh ! if there'* a blisa such enjoyment excelling, 
Jt beama in Iho smile of contentment and loirei 



44 AMESiOAif mmmBL. 

8£OW. 

Cms, mde Boreas, blusteriiig xaikr, 

Liit, ye landsmen, all to me ; 
McMmiffffl, hear a brother sailor, 

Sing the dangers of the sea ; 
From bounding billows, first in motion. 

When the distant whirlwinds rise,. 
To the tempest^troobled ocean. 

When the seas- contend with skies. 

MYSIT. 

Kmxk ! the boatswain hoarsefy bawling. 

By topsail sheets and halyards stand, 
Down topgallants, quick be hauling, 

Down your staysails, hand, boys, hand z 
Now it fieshens, set the braces. 

The lee topsail sheets let go, 
haS^ boys, luff, don't nuike wry fiices. 

Up your topsails nimbly dew. 

Slow. 
Now, all you on down-beds sporting. 

Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 
Frei^ enjoyments, wanton, courting. 

Safe £K>m all but love's alarms, 
Aroond us roars the tempest louder, 

Think what fears our minds enthral ; 
Harder yet, it still blows harder, 

Now, again, the boatswain's calL 

J,ITBLT. 

The topsail yards pMnt to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef each course, 

Ltt the foresheetv go, don't mind, boys, 
llumg^ the weather should be worse ; 

Fon and aft the spritsail yard get, 
Retf the nuzen, see aU dear, 
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Hand op, esch preventer-bnice mC, 
Man the darejttrd; cbetr, lads, cheer. 

SLOW. 

Ntfw, the drea^iil thunder'e roaring. 

Peal on peal, contending flash. 
On ear heads fierce rain fiOB, pouring* _ 

In oar eyes^ Uue lightnings flash, ~ 

One wide water all around ns, 

All above, bat one black sky. 
Biff 'rent deaths at once soirouid us. 

Hark F what means jon dreodiiil cry 1 

X.ITZLT. 

The foremast's gone, eries eVry tongue, eat 

O'er the lee, twelve jGset Iwve dedE, 
A leak beneath the chestree's sprung out, 

Call all hands to clear the wreck : 
Quick the lanyards cut to ineoee. 

Come, my hearts, be stout and bold. 
Plumb the well, the leak increases ; 

Four feet water's in the hold, 



While o'er the ship the wild wave's beating, 

We, for wives and children mourn, 
Alasl from hence there's no retreating^ 

Alas ! to them, there's no return. 
StiH the leak is gaining on us, ' 

Both chsdn-pumps are chokM below. 
Heaven have mercy here upon us. 

Only that can save us now. 

HVEtT. 

On the lee beam is the land, boys, 
Iiet the guns o'erboard be thrown ; 

To the pumps come ev'ry hand, boys ; 
See, ihe mizenmast is gone ; 



46 AXBAICAK kiNfrrsEt. 

The leak weNre foand, it cannot pom h^ 
We've lightened her a foot^or mora, 

Then up and rig a jury foremast; 
She's tight, she's tight, boys, we're off shore. 

• COMlEOir. 

NoWf once more, on joys we'ie thtnlpBy, 

Since kind fortune sav'd our Uyes ; 
Come, the can, boys, lei's be drinking, - 

To our sweethearts and our wives ; ^ 
Fill itop, about ship wheel i^ 

Close to lips the brimmer join ; . 
Where's the tempest, now — ^who feels it 1 

None !— our danger's drown'd in wme. 



Tlie Woodpecker* 

I knew by the smoke that so gracefully curi'd 
Above the green elms, that a cottage was near ; 

And I said if there's peace to be found in the world, 
A heart that is humble might hope for it here. 

It was noon, and on flowers that languish'd arouid^ 
In silence reposed the voluptuous b^; 

Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a Mond, 
But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beec^ tree. 

And here, in this lone little wood, I exclaimed, 
With a maid Who was lovely to soul and to eye. 

Who woidd blush when I prais'd her, and weep If I 
blam'd. 
How blest could I live^ and how calm could I die ! 

By the shade of yon sumach, whose red benry dins, 
In the gnrii of the fountain, how sweet to redme. 

And to know that I sigh'd upon innooent lips, 
Whidi had never beisn sigh'd on by any but mine. 
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The son Mto at nii^t, and the fCan jHum the day. 
But gUny lemainf when ^ li^t fiides awaj. 
Begin, ye tormentoni, your thi^its.are in Tain, 
For the ton of Alknomoc^ dudl nerer complain. 

Bemen^er the arrows he shot iioin his how, 
Bemeinber your chiefii by his hatchet bid low. 
Why so fiipw 1 do you wait tiU I shrioik from my pain ? 
No, the son of AJknomook shall neiFer compiam. 

Bemember the wood where in ambush we lay. 
And the scalps which we bore firom your nation away. 
Now the flame rises fest, you exult in my pain. 
But the son of Alknomo<^ shall n^er complain. 

I go to the land where my father is gone, 
BSs ghost shall rejoice at the fame of his soft. 
Death comes like a Mend to relieve me from pain. 
And thy son, ch AJknomook, has scom'd to conqplain. 



TISmc§pregor>M Gatlieriiiir, 

Ai nng by Mr. Hoaii. 

The moon's on ihe lake, and the nustfs on the brae, 
And the clan has a name that is nameless by day. 
Our signal for fight, which from monarchs we diew^ 
Must be heard but by night in our vengdul haloo : 
Tlien haloo, haloo, haloo, Gregaladu 
If they rob us of name, and pursue us with beagles. 
Give their roofii to the flame, and their flesh to the 

eagles: 
Then gather, gather, gatho^ gather, gather, gather. 
While there^s leaves in thelbMat, and foam on the river, 
Maegregor, despite them, ^ali flourish for ever. 
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Oknorchy'i proud oapunl^i^. Qolchiini and her to«r- 
en, 

Cnen Strae and Glenlyon, no longer are oun. 

We're landlesB, landless, landless, Gregaladi ; land- 
less, landless, landless. 

Through the depths of Loch Katrine, the steed shall 
career, 

O'er the peak of Benldmond the gall^ shall steer. 

And the rocks of Craig Royston,' like icicles mdt, 

E'er Qur wrongs be forgot, or onr vengeance onfelt : 

Then haloe, haloo, halloo, Gregalaeh. 
If they rob iia of name, ^c 



Ofie deair Sn&ile. 

By T. MooBJE. 

Cooldfti thou look as dear as when 

First I sigh'd for thee ; 
Couldst thou make me feel again 
EVry wish I breath'd thee then, 

Oh ! how blissful life would be ! 
Hopes that now beg^uiling leave me, 

Joys that lie in slumb^ cold- 
All would wake, cotildst thou but give me 

One dear smile, like thoee of old. 



Oh! there's nothing left us now. 

But to mourn the past ; 
Vain was ev'ry ardent vow, 
Never yet did Hcav'n allow 

Love so warm, so wild to last. 
Not e'en hope could now deceive 

Life itself looks dark and cold : 
Oh! thou never more canst give mo 

One dear smile, like thoce of old. 
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To k£ei^-e^e« a reond, hoj. 

We can't leftiBe, we can't nSBm, 
Tho' briglit eyca bo aboand, boy, 

Tie hard to choose, 'tis hard to < 
For thick, as stan that lighten 

Yoa tiry bow'n, yon airy bow^is, 
The coBi^tless eyes that brighten 

This earth of onis, this ^ir& of oon, 
Bui fin the cup— where'er, boy. 

Our choice may hU, <mr choice may ftOf 
We're sore to find Lore there, boy. 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

Saaie looks theie are, so hdy, 

They seem bat giVn, they seem hot fibr**. 
As splendid beacons, solely. 

To li^ to heav'n, to l^ifat to heav'% 
Wbile some— <)h ne'er beliere tbem^ 

With tempting ray, with temprii^ ttff 
Would lead us (God fi>rgiye them !) 

The other way, the other Way. 
But fin the cup, dec 

In some, as in a.mirror. 

Lore seems portray'd, love seems portngr^d, 
But diun the flattering error, 

'Tiabnt his shade, ^ but hwrfiade. 
BSmself has fix'd his dweUing 

fo eyes we know, in ^es we know, 
And ^»— but tins is tetting, 

80 here tb^ go ! so he^ they go ! 
Fill up, fill up, 6cc 
6 ^ 
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Tli^ Old OalLen BilclEet. 

ST 8AMUBL WOOBWORTSi CSQ. 

ToKB— " Jessie, tiie Flower of Dambloiic.*' 

How dear to this heart are tbe scenes of my childhood, 

When fpnd recollection recalls them to view— 
The orcWd, the meadow, the deep tangled wildwood, 

And ev*ry lov*d spot that my infancy knew ; ' 
Th^ wide-spreading pond, and the miU which stood 
by it, ' '\ ' . 

The bridge and the rock, where the cataract fbll, 
The cot of my lather, and the dairy house nia^lril, 

And e'en the rude bucket, which htmg in' the y^ell ; 
The old oaken bucket — ^the iron-bound bucket — 

The moss cover'dbuclLet, which hung in the weU. 

That rooss coverM vessel I hail as a treasure. 

For often at noon, when returned from the field, 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure. 

The purest and sweetest that nature can yield. 
How ardent I 8eiz!d it, with hands that were glowing^ 

And quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell, 
Then soon, with the emblem of truth over£k»wh]g, 

And dripping with coolness, it rose firom the wcJl. 
^e old oaken bucket — the iron-bound bucket. 

The moss covered bucket arose from the well. 

TL&w sweet from the green mossy brim to repeive it. 

As pois'd on the curb it inclin'd to my lips ; 
Not a full hkuhing goblel could tempt me to leave. it» 

Though fiU'd with the nectar that Jupiter s^ 
And now fir remov'd from the lov'd situatiop, 

The tear of regret will intrusively swell. 
As fancy reverts to my Other's plantation, 

And sighs for the bucket that hangs in the well. 
The old oaken bucket — the iron-bound bucket. 

The moM covered bucket arose from the well. 



mwutwmM tor tMe ir^lto, me4, luA Blve. 

Ar fuiif b J Mn. Baokbt. 
Hofdi^d ig the plamoroos trumpet of war, 
Huiii'd, hushM k the tnunpet of war ; 
The flddier'g retired from the- clangor of arms, 
Hie drum rolls a peaceful hurrah. 

Tis cheering to think on the past, 

'lis cheering id think we-Ve heen true, 
Tim cheering to look on oiar stars and our stripes^ 

And gaze on our white, red, and hlue. 

Hurrah for the white, red^ and hlue, (repeat.) 
lis cheering to lodL on our stars and ota stripes. 

And gaze on our white, red, and blue. 

Here's a sigh for the brave that are dead. 
Here's a sigh for the brave that Are dead. 
And who would not sigh for the gforious brave 
That rest on a ^triot bed t 

rris gloTy, for country to die, 

Tis gloiy that's solid and true ; 
Tis gloiy, to sleep 'neath 0ur stars and our stripes, 

And die for oqr white, red, and blue. 

Hurrah for the' white, red, and blue, (repeat,) 
Tib i^ry to sleep 'neath our stars and our stripes, 

And die for our white, red, and blue. 

Here's freedom of thought and of deed, 
Here's freedom in valley and plain ; 
The first song of freedom thM rose on our hills, 
Our sea riiore re-echoed again. 

Tis good to love country and friends, 

'Tis good to be honest and true ; 
*1^ good iff die shouting at sea or on shore ; 

^ Hurrah for the white, red, and blue !" 

Hurrah for the white, red, and blue, (repeat.) 
Tis good to die shouting, at sea or on shore, 

. « Hurrah for the white, red, and blue !" 
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It M not wbile beauty and jooth mn tiifaie Ofiniy 

And thy cheeks unpra&n'd by a tear, 
That the finror and fiuth of a soul can be knefniy 

To which time will bat make thee moia dear. 
Oh ! the heart that has truly lor^d, never linf^ 

Bat as truly loves on to me close ; 
As the sunflower turns on her god, when he set%. 

The same lookwfaicii die tum'd, when he lofi. 

Erie wtmM. CliaBaplAte. 

Hail to the day which arises in splendor. 

Shedding the lustre of victory &r. 
Long shall its glory illumine September, 

Which twice beheld fiieemen the victors in war. 
Bous'd by the spirit of heaven-bom freedoni« 

Peny her Ugfatning pours over the lake. 
His fiddiion, a meteor, glitters to lead than. 
And swift <m the foemen mihanden tii^^mk. 
Loud swells the cannon's ton. 
Bound Erie's sounding shore. 
Answered in voUeys by yiodCetiT'a voie^ 
Till Britam's crow descend^ 
And the hanghty file beads; 
Ttetory, glory, Colunibians, tejofee. 
6* 
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Bail to the drnj, whick in splendor retaining. 

Lights us to conquest and glory again ; 
Time, hold that yelur—^tili the wftr-torch was burning* 
And threw its red ray on the waves of GhampIaiB. 
BousM by the spirit that conquered for Perry, 

Dauntless McDonough advanced ta the fiay^ . . 
blatant the glory that brighten'd Lake Erie, 
Burst on Champlain with th6 splendor of day ; 
Loud swells Che cannons' roar, 
On Platlsbarg*s bloody shore, 
Britons retreat from the tempest of war, 
Pretost deserts the field. 
While the gallant ships yield ; 
Victory, glory, Columbians, huzza. 

Qail to the day, which, recorded in stoiy, 

Liyes the bright record of unfading fame ; 
Long shall 'Columbians, inspired by itsgloiy, 

Hail its returning with joyous acclaim. 
Victory scattered profusely the laurel 

Over our heroes, on land and on flood, 
Britain, astonish'd, relinquish'd the quarrel. 
Peace saw her olive arise firom thft Uood. 
Now cannons x^ease to roar 
Round fireedom's peaceful' shore. 
Silent and husfai'd is the war bugle's v(nce ; 
Let festive joys increase. 
In the sundbine of peace. 
Peace gain'd by victory ; freemen, rejoice. 

jL'iray- o'er tMe blue TTa-Tes of Ckien^n* 

Am snog by @dg;[H>Mria Gabcia. 

Away o er die blue waves of ocean, 

1 go to my own native Ehoneii ; 
Yet this bosom will gtew with devotton 

To the clime uid the scenes it a^onML 
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j Round memory's shrme ^rndly Usgem 

r The joyf that have twin'd their bn^t tqielT; 

' And the harp that vibrates to theie Gngen, 

Sighs in sadnetNi the tones d fitrewelL 

I Where Italy's bright dues are ihining. 

And France, sxuiny France, spreads her bloom, 

(This heart vvill look back with repining. 
And its pleasures be sadden'd in glQonL 
Veep thrilling emotions are breaking, 
I While my thougfals on past images dwell i 

And my voice, fit these visions awaking, 
Breathes in sadness the notes of ftrewell ! 

Brace?* Ad^Lremu to his Armr* 

! BT aOBBET BOKIfS. 

Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled ; 
Scots, whom Bruce has often led ; 
Welcome to yoqr gory bed, 

Or to victory. 
Npw's the day, and now's the hour ; 
See the front of battle lower ; 
See approach proud Edward's power—-' 

Chains and riavery ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave 1 
Wha will fill a coward's grave 1 
Wha sae base as be slavel 

Let -him tarn ^d £ee ! 
I Whs iot Scotland's king and law« 

Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Fveemah stand, or fireeman ia', 

Let him follow m^ !, 

By of^iefision's woes and pains ! 
Bv our sons in servile chains ! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
^ But they shall be free ! 

I 



Lt J Hm praud iinii)p«r lo# ! 
IVnoits &U In «v€ry foe ! 
Ubestfa in ev«y bkrw ! 
Let us do <Hr die ! 

Wreadi the bowl 

With flow're of soul, 
Thetnightest wit can find us : 

We'll take m flight 

Tow'ids heaven to-night, ^ 
And leaye dull earth behind us*! 

Gfliouldldye amid - 

The wreaths be hid, 
That joy th' enchanter biings us. 

No danger fear 
' While wine is near. 
Well diown him if he stings us. 

Then wrea^ the bowl 

With flow'rs of soul. 
The brightiestwit can find us; 

We'U take a fli^t 

Tow'ids heaTen to-ni|^ 
And leave dull earth b^ind us ! 

Twas nectar fed 

Of old, 'tis said, 
Thdr Jnnos, Jores, ApoHot ; 

And I^ may blew 

His iflciar4oo, 
The ridi recdpf s as fidlows :t- 

Take wine, like this, 

Let looks of bliss 
Around it weU be blended, 

Then bring wit's beam 

To warm the stream. 
Aid there's your nectar miendid ! 
So wreath the bw«C^. 
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Loud vou^d fhe'dreadiiil dmnder, 

Th0 nm a Mage aboprari; 

TIm doodfl wete rent Maate^ 

Byligbtaiog's vivid ftmnn, 

ThQ M^ botK diMr cad tek f 
Our poor derotod bnk. 
Till next day, then di» ky* 
ladMBi^afBMeftyO! 

Noir dtsh'd 4ipoD ^ bUlowi, 
Our op'ning timbers erei^— 
Eadi feus m wat'iy piUoWy 
Ifone stops tiie dreadibl Ink. 

To dimb the aKppeiy itnodt, 
Each bredidess swiinan eornds^ 
As die lay^ -tifl the day, 
In the Bay of Bisci^ O*! 

At leogith the wish'd-fiie monovr, 

Broke through the haiy tkj I 
Absorb'd in si^t soiToir, 
Each heaVd the hitter sigh I 
The dismal wreck t# new 
Struck horror to die cmw. 
As Ab lay, on tha| diqr> 
In the Bay^^if Biscay O. 

. Her yieldtng timbeis sever. 
Her vitd!^ seams ne not ; 
When heaven, all bounteoos^ivsi^ 
Its bomdless mercy seu^-" 
A sail ia si^ upeais, 
• We hail her with thnachesi^ 
Now we sail with the gale, 
Fvom the B^ of Bisci^ O t 
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. At fung bj. Mc SiNcuiim. 

Ye banks, and braes/and streams aroond; 

The- castle of Montgomery, 
Green be your woods, and fair yo&r flowers. 

Your waters never drumlie ; 
There simmer firist on&ulds her robes, 

And there they langest tarry ; 
For there I took the last*&jrewell 

Of my dear Highland Mary. - . 

How swectiy bloom'd the gay green biirk, 

How rich the hawfliorn*s blossom ; ■ 
As midemeath her fiagrant shade 

I clasp'd her to my bosom ! 
The golden hotirs. on^ angel wiQgs, 

Flew o*er me and my dearie ; 
For dear to me as light and lifis 

Was my sweet Highland Maiy. 

Wi' mony a vow, and lock'd end>race, 

Ova peurting was fu' tender ; - 
And pledging aft to meet again, 

We tore ourselres asunder. 
But, O ! fell death's untimely ifrost, 

That nipt my flower sae eaify ; 
Now greenVi the sod, and cauld's the day. 

That wraps my Highland Maiy. 

O pale, pale now those rosy lips, 

I oft hae kiss'd sae fondly ; 
And dos'd for aye the sparkling glance 

Thait dwelt on me sae kindly ! ' 
And mouldering now in silent dust 
. . That heiirt that lo'ed me dearly ; 
But still within my bosom's core 

l^ioll lite my Highland Mary. 
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19* he m,nmtfrnr. 

Am mag by Mim £. JirrjBUOii. 

Ed be a biittefflji boriLin a bower; . 

Where roeee, and liliea, and yiotete meet; 
Boving for ever from flower to flower. 

And kieeing all buds that are pretty and eweet 
rd never languish for wealth or for powor, 

Fd never ogh to see slaves at mj feet; 
Fd be a batter^, bom in a bower, 

Visaing all buds that are pretty and sweet, 
rd be a butterfly, Fd be a butterfly. 

Kissing aH buds that are jwetty and sweet 

Oh, oould I pilfer the wand of a fidry, 
' Fd have a pair of those beautiful wings ; 
Their sbmmer day's ramble is sportive aind airy. 

They sleep in a rose when the nightingale sings. 
Those who have wealth, must be watchful and wary. 

Power, alas ! nought but miseiy brings ; 
Fd be a buttflrfly, furtive and airy, 

Rock'd in a rose when the nightingale sings^ 
Fd be a butterfly, Fd be a buttei^, 
■ Rodi'd in a rose when the n^htingale nigs. 

What, tho' you tell me each, gay little rover 

Shrinks from the brdsith of the first autumn day ; 
Soreiy 'tis better wheli summer is over. 

To die, when all &ir things are ftiding away ; 
Some in life's winter may toil to discover. 

Means of procuring a weary delay, 
Fd be a butterfly, living a rover, 

Pylng wheio^ &dr things are fiidlng away, 
Fd be a butterfly, Fd be a butterfly, 

I>ying when fair things are fa&kg away. 
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l^^ttkni, who high upon the jud, 
Roek'd by the UUows to and fro, 

Soon as her welHtnown Toice he heovd. 
He figh'd, and cast his eyes b^low : 

The cord aMtk awifUy thro' his glowing handi, 

And quick as lightning on the deck heatiadi. 

80 tiie sweet kurk, hig^ poised in ah; 

ShnCa cloae his pimons to hie breast. 
Perchance his mate's shrill T<nce to hetf, ' 

And drops, at OBoe,.into her nest, 
The fioUest captain in the British fleet, 
Mis^t en^. William's lips, those kisses sweet 

The boatswain ga:ve the dreadfnl word. 
The sails their swelling bosoms spnad. 

No longer mxut she stay on board, 

They kias'd, she sic^'d, he hntog his head ; 

Her leswning boot, unwilling rows to land, 

Adien ! Ab cried, and wared her lily hand* 



JeMie, tMe.m«^wrer ••.: 

The son has gane down o'er the lofty Benlomond, 
And left the red clouds to preside o'er the sofse. 
While lanely I stray in the cahn simmer gkMuning, 

To muse on sweet Jessie, the flower of Dombbne, 
How sweet is the brier wi' its saft faakUng blossom, 
> And sweet is the birk wi'its mantie o' green, 
Tet sweeter an' £urer an' dear to my bosom. 
Is lerely young Jessie, is lovely yoong Jessie^ 
Is )awtiiy. yomig Jes^e, the flower o' PnmUane^ 
9 
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She'g modest as ony, an' Uytbe t^ she's bonnie. 

For guileless simplicity maiks het its ain. 
An' fiir be the viilahii divested o' feelkig, 

Wha'd blight in its bloom the sweet flbwerx o' 
Domblane. 
Sing on, thou sweet Mavis, thy hymn to the e'ibning, 

Thbu'rt dear to the echoes^o' CalderwQod glen, 
Sae dear to this boso^i, sae artless and winning, 

Is charming young Jessie, the flower o' Dumkdane. 

How lost were my dayi^ till I met wi' my Jessis, 
The sports o' the city seem'd foolish jand vain, 

I ne'er saw a nymph I would ca' my dear lassie, 
Till charm'd wi' sweet Jessie, the flow'r o* DumUbane. 

Tho' mine, were the station a' loftiest grandeur. 
Amidst its profusion I'd languish in pain. 

An' reckon as naething .the height .o' its splendor. 
If wanting sweet Jessie, the flower o' Ihimblane. 

Kate K.earne.y« 

Oh, did you not hear of Kate Kearney, 
She lives on tho banks of Eiiameyj 
Fsom.the gflance of her eye, shun danger and fly. 
For feital's the glance of Kate ICeamey. 
For her eye is so modestly beaming. 
You'd ne'er think of mischief she's dreaming. 
Yet, oh, I can tdl, how fatd the spdl. 
That lurks in the eye of Kate- Kearney. 

Oh, dhould you e'er meet this Kate Kearney, 
Who lives on the banks of Kilamey ! 
Beware of her smile, for many a wile, 
Lies hid in the smile of Kate Kearney ; 
Tho' she looks bewitchingly simple, 
Yet there's mischiefin every dimple^ 
And who dares inhale her sigh's spicy gal 
Must die by the breath of Kate Kearney. 
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Tke biigrbt, HHfflit Shore. 

Ab tans by ^* HoRir. 
I hear the AeH resound 

The trembling waters o'er. 
And the songs that swell around 

My own bright shore ! 
The melting charm I hear. 

The tuneful melody, 
That soothes the listening ear . 

In the chambers of the sea, 
Where tiie Nereid sistets play,- ' 
• And, the envied smile to reap, 
Their wave-born Ioycs array 

All the treasurer of the deep. 
But oh ! I may not leave. 

To roam the waters o'er. 

My own bright shore. 

The bright, bnght shore * 

The golden hue of day, * 

Wilh the lich and radiant diower 
Ctf all the bloom of May> 

H^e decks my parent bower; . 
' And hope, and truth, and love, 

If e'er with mortals fi>und, 
'Hirice bless my native grove. 

And breathe a heaven around, 
Then hither from the wave, 

And share our sweeter store; 

hither from the wave. 

And share our sweeter store : 

1 may not, cannot leave, 

The shore, the lovely shore, 
My own bright shore, , 
The bright, bright shore ! 



■*n 



maw tMe 9wora, Se«taui«| 

Af nuiff by Min C. F{sbbr. 
Draw the sword, Scotland! Scotland ! Scotland ! 

O'er mobr and o'er mountain hadi pass'd the war 
sign: 
The pibroch is pealing, pealing, pealing, 

"Wlio heeds not the summons is nae son o* thine. 
The clans they are gathering, gathering, gathering, 

The clans icy are gathering,, by lo<i and by le« : 
The banners they are flying, flying, flying^ 

The banners they are %irig th^ lead to victory. 
Draw the sword, Scotland I Scotland ! ScoUaiid ! 

Charge as ye have charged in days lang syne. 
Sound to the onset ! onset ! onset ! 

He who but felteis is i^ae.son a' thine ! 

Sheath ike sword, Scotland ! Scotland ! Scotland ! 

Sheath the sword, Scotland ! for dimm'd is its syncw 
Thy fi)emen are flying, flying, flying, 

And who kens nae mercy is nae eaa o* diine. 
The struggle is bver, over, over, 

The struggle is over, ^ victory won : 
There are tears for the ^eiUen, ialten, Mien, 

And glory far tSX who their duty have done. 
Sheath the sword, ScoO^id ! Scotland ! Scotland ! 

With thy loved thistle new laurels entwine : 
Time ne'er shall part them, part them, part them. 

But hand down the garlaind tp each son o' thine. 

meet me br IQCooiiliylftt* 

A« mtag by Mr. £kNC]a.iR. 
}/leei me by moonlight alone, 

And then I will tell you a tale. 
Must be told by the moonlight alone, 

III the grove at the end <xr the vale ; 
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Yoa must promise to come, for I said 

^ I wotifd show the night flowed iititir queen, 
JVay, turn not away thy BWcct bead, 

*Tis the lovelkst evtr was lieen, 
Ob ! meet me hy moonlight ^iwl 

Daylight may do fur tlic gay, 

Th(? thout'htloiSfi, the IveartlCfiH, (lie f^^; 
But there'p bodic tiling about the moon'fl ray^ 

That i^ Bweet^jr to you and to me. 
Oh I rranember be sure to be ihcre^ 

For though dcaj-ly a moonlight 1 prize, 
I cure tiot for all in the air, 

If r want the sweet light of your eyes. 
So jneet mo by moonlight alono. 



A Ellslilajia IjadOle heard «f UTox. 

As ffun^ hy Mr. StycLiin. 
A highJanil laddie heard of war, 

Whidi set hie heart in motion. 
He heard the distant cannon roar, 

lie saw tlie smiJirjg oc^sin ; 
Come wealj come wo^ to sea he'd go, 

And Uft one mominj? ettrly. 
Loth Lomond Brn, and the willow glen, 

And Jenny, that lov'd Uim dearly* 

lie ^anderd east, ho wonder^ soQth, 

But joy he could xiot find it; 
But he found out tins wholesome tmthj 

And hiid the sense to mind it; 
Of a' the eaitli the bonniu north, • 

To eheriijh late and earfy, 
Loch LoEQond Hen, and ibe willow glen, 

And Jenny, that lovM him dearly. 
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RobiM AdaJr* 

As nug by Mr. Fhilupb. 
What* 8 this dtill town to me ? . 

Robin's not near. 
"WhatVas't I wish'd to see, 
What wish'd to hear 1 
Where's alt the joy and mirth, 
Made this town a heaven on parth ? 
Oh, they're all fled with thee, 
Robin Adair! 

What made th' assembly shine ? 

Robin Adair ; 
What made the ball so fine ? 

Robin was there: 
What, when the play was o'er. 
What made my heart so sore 1 
Oh I it was parting Svith 

Robin Adair ! 

But now thou'rt cold to me, 

Robin Adair ; 
Yet m be true to thee, 

RoUn Adair : 
And him I lov'd so well, 
Still in my heart shall dwell. 
Oh, I can ne'er forget 

Robin Adair. 

Tlie Exile of Erin. 

Thero came to the beach a poor exile of Erin ; 

The dew on his thin robe hung heavy and chill ; 
Tor his country he sigh'd, when at twilight repairing 

To wander alone by the wind-beaten hill : 
But the dayostar attracted his eye*s sad devotion, 
Por it rose on his own native isle of the ocean, 
Where once in the glow of his youthful emotion 

He sang the bold anthem of Erin go Bragh ! 
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Oh ! aad is my fate, laid t]ie^he«ii4iToken ■tranger : 
The wild dear and wolf to a covert can flee ; 

But I have no lefiige firom lamine and danger, 
A home and a coimtiy remain not for me : 

Ah f never again in the green shady bowers. 

Where my fore&thers liv'd, shall I spend the sweet 
houm. 

Or cover my harp with the wild Woyen flowers. 
And strike to -^e numbers of Erin go Bragh ! 

Oh, where is the cottage that stood by the wild wood 1 

Sisters and sire, did ye weep for its fall? 
O where is my mother that watched o'er my childhood. 

And whinre is the bosom-fiiend, dearer than all ? 
Ah ! my sad soul long abandoned by pleasoie. 
Oh why did it doat on a &ist &ding treasure 1— 
Tears like the rain drops may &U without meanie, 
Bat rapture and beauty they cannot recall. 

Erin, my country, though sad and forsaken, 
In dreams I revisit thy sea-beaten shore ; 
But, alas ! in a &r distant land I awaken, 
. And sigh fojrthe Mends who can meet ma no more. 
Oh, hard cruel fate, v^ilt thou never replace me. 
In a mansion of peace, Vhere no peril can diase me, 
Ah ! never again shall my brothers embrace me— 
They died to defend me, or live to deplore. 

But yet, all its sad reicollections suppressing. 

One dying wish my lone bosom shall draw ; 
Erin, an exUe bequeaths thee his blessing. 
Land of my forefathers, Erin go Bragh ! 
Buried and cold, when my heart stills its motion, 
Grreen be thy fields, sweetest isle of the ocean. 
And thy harp-striking bards sing aloud veith d^otion 
Eiin ma vorneen, Erin go Bragh ! 
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Tlte Yoitng- Xronliadbiir. 

As Bang by Mr. Pearmak. - 
To the mountain's ^ild echo I warble |ny lays. 
And harmless I wander through woods and through 

braes ; 
The peasant by moonlight, oft strays o'er the .moor. 
To welcome the song of the young Troubadour. 

Oh, come to the lattice, and list to my lay ; 
Wave, wave thy fair hand, and bid me to stay ; 
Oh grant but thi» boon, I ask for no morer, 
'Twill enUven the song of the young Troubadour. 

Then 111 sing the old ditties of heroes that died. 
And of maidens fike you, for whom lovers have sigh'd ; 
Oh, hearken then, lady, to-morrow I'm sihb 
You'll welcome the song of the you^g Troubadour. 

Tltongrli liOTe is fv-arm airl&lle. 

As sung by Mr. PsARifAir. 
Though love is warm awhile. 

Soon it grows cold ; 
Absence soon blights the smile. 

When it grows old. 
Deiftrest, thy love was mine. 
My every thought was thine ; 
Thus did our hearts entwine, 

Ere love was cold. 

But could thy bosom prove 

Faithful, my fair ; 
Gould'st thou still fondly love, 

Still abfsence bear 1 
Oh, it was sweet to be, 
Lov'd as I was by thee ; 
But if thou'rt false to me. 

Welcome despair. . 
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Of say not Woman^v Love I* bought, 

O ! «ay not woman's bve U bought 

With vain and empty treaaure ; 
O ! say not woman's heart \a c^uglit 

By every idle pleasure. 
When first her gentle bofiom knowa 

Love's flam6, it wand^ni nerer ; 
Deep in her heart the pa^ion glows ; 

^Sne loves, and lovee for ever. 

O ! say not woman's f^be ba fkir i 

That like the bee she wngcsr 

.Still seeking flowers moro sweet and rar^i 

As fickle l&ncy chanErc^a* 

. Ah ! no ; the love that fjr»t r^a warm, 

Will leave her bosom never ; 

No second passion e'er can charm ; 

She loyes, and lovea for ever. 



nil 
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As Snnligrlit tails. 

Ag Buttg by Miss If uaiic^> 
As sunlight &lls on crystal ^treama 

That first reflect the day. 
On youthful hearts so kuidty gleam» 

Love's iresh inspirit] g ray. 

An envious cloud the sky dcfomm^ 
And crystal streams flow dark ; 

So fares the heart when wayward etonttf 
Extinguish love's pure sparL 

Yet, oh ! relent, ye adverse powera, 

Life's vanish'd joys restore^ 
Those rosy-color'd laughing hours, 
. That hloom to &de no more I 
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Tyralete war idng— A« lung by Madame VBSTKii. 
They come through ihe wild wood, 

liiear their iJearriot strain 
The haunts of- their childhood 

Allure their st^ again. 
I see their glittering spears a&r, 
I hail the glorious voice of war ; 
The sunheams on their inorions glance, 
And quiver o*er each sparkling lance. 

I see their glittering spears afiir, 

I hear the glorious voice of war ; 

Hark! hark! through the wild wood, 

I hear the martial strain. 

Oh ! let not tears our welcome spei^. 

Or cloud affection^s brow ; 
Tears gemm'd at parting every cheek. 
But smiles should greet them now. 
Twine round their heart your spells of power. 

Home, peace, and love ! 
Through weary life^ long future hour, 
No more, no more to rove. 
I see tiie glittering spears a&r, 
I hail the glorious voice of war ; 
Hark ! hark ! through the wild wood, 
. Resounds the martial strain. 

The Irishman, 

The savtLge loves his native shore, 
Tho' rude the soi! and chill the air. 

Then well may Erin's sons adore 

Their isle which nature formed ao &ir ; 

What flood reflects a show so sweet, 
As Shannon's great or pastoral bond^ 
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Or wbo a friend or Ibe can meet. 
So gen'rous as an Irishman 1 

Tfaio' Ilia hand be rash, his heart is WfiDiy 

And principle is still his guide, 
None more regrets a deed of harm. 

None more forgives with nobler pride ; 
He may be dap'd, bat won't be dor'd ; 

But fit to practise and to plan. 
He ably earns his poor reward. 

And spends it like an Iri s h m a n. 

If poor in weal, he'll for you pay. 

And guide you where you safe may be ; 
If you're his (Comrade, whilst you stay, 

His cottage holds a jubilee ; 
His inmost soul he will unlock. 

And if he may your merits scan, 
Yx)ur confidence he scorns to mock. 

For faithful is an. Irishman. 

By honor bound in wo or weal, 

Whate'er she bids he dares to dot, 
Try him with gold, it won't prevail. 

But e'en in fire you'll find him true ; 
He seeks not safety — let his post 

Be where there's aught in danger^s van , 
Or if the field of fame be lost. 

It won't be by an Irishman. 

Erin's lov'd land, from age to age. 

Be thou more great, more fam'd and free ; 
May peace be yours, or should you wage 

Defensive wars, cheap victory ; 
May plenty flow iri every field. 

And gentle breezea sweetly fan. 
May cheerfiil smiles serenely glide, 

ia. the breast of every Irishman. 
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TJbe last Sliillingr. 

BT MR. DIBDIN. 

As pensive one night in my garret I sate, 

My last shilling produced on the table, 
That adventurer, cried I, might a history relate. 

If to think and to speak it were able. 
Whether fency or magic *twas play'd me the fireak. 

The face seem*d with life to be filling ; 
And cried, instantly speaking, or seeming to speak, 

" Pay attention to me — thy last shilUng. 

" I was once the last coin of the law a sad limb, 

Who, in cheating, was ne'er known to falter ; 
Till at length brought to justice, the law cheated him. 

And he paid me to buy him a halter. 
A Jack tar, all his rhino but me at an end. 

With a pleasure so hearty and willing, 
Though hungry himself, to a poor distressed friend. 

Wished it hundreds — and gave his last shilling. 

** *Twas the wife of his messmate, whose glistening eye 

With pleasure ran o'er as she view'd me : 
She chang'd me for bread, as her child she heard cry, 

And at parting with tears she bedew'd me. 
But I*ve other scenes known, riot leading the way 

Pale want their poor families chilling ; 
Where rakes in their revels, the piper to pay, 

Have spum'd me— their best friend and last shilling. 

"Thou thyself hast been tho'tless— for profligates baU, 

But to-morrow all care shalt thou bury. 
When my little history thou offerest for sale ; 

In the interim, spend me and be meny." [muse, 
"Never, never!" I cried, «*thou*rt my monitor, my 

And, grateful, thy dictates fhlfilling, 
ril hoard thee in my heart" l^hus men counsel refuso 

Till the lecture comes firom the last shilling. 
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I/Ofwe "WOM oo&ee a 11 1 lie Bof , 

Lots ^08 once a Jiitb boy, hfigh-ho, hcigh-ho ; 
Then with liioi^twjH swccl to toy, heigh-ho^ hclgh-bo; 

He wafi LliEQ so tnnocent 

^ot as novi on mifseliit^f bE^nt, 

F^eo be came, and hsmnlees went, 
Hrigh-Loj hf igh-ho. 

LoTfi is DOW a little man, lii?iErh"hoj heigh^bD ; 
And a very eaucy onL\ h*igb-hoj hfijgh-ho , 

He iv^lkfl ^ tU^iil^f and Jookfl ho sniart, 

Ab if he owni\l cai'h maiti toll's heart j 

I wish he felt big own keen dart, 
Hcigh-ho, heigh'ho. 

L^re win floon be growing ulil^ heigh-ho, heigh*li& ; 
Half hia lifc'tj alreaJy toM, hi'i^h-ho, heigh-ho ', 

When he'^H dt^ad^ and iniried tnOj 

What shall we poor mmdena do 1 

Tm sure I cannot tell, ean jou 1 

Ileigh-hoj hffigh-ha» 

Thrown on thewideworltlidoomM to wander and roam. 
Bereft of hia i>arentH, bereft of a homo, 
A Ptrangcr to pleasure^ tn enmfort and joy, 
Behi^Id little Edmund, the |jo<jt peaBant boy ; 

Oh pity, nh pity the poor peosant hoy, 

Oh pity, oh pity the poor j^easant boy* 

I'm willing to labor, Vm will in g to toil, H * 

For fortune will ever on industry Ginilo, || | 

But ah ! not a creature wiil deign to employ 

A wandVer like Edmund the pQOr pcat^ai^t bey- 
Then pity, ob pity the poor peasant boy, 
Then pity, oU pity the poor peasant boy. ^1^ 
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JTocfkejr to thi) Fair. 

'Twag on the morn of sweet May day, 
When nature painted all things gay, 
Taught hirds to sing and lambs to play, 

And gUd the meadows rare ; 
Young Jockey, early in the dsMm, 
Arose and tripp'd it o'er the lawn ; 
His Sunday coat the youth put on. 
For Jenny had vow*d away to run 

With Jockey t9 the fair. 

For Jenny had, S^ 

The cheerful parish bells had rung. 
With eager steps he trudg'd along, 
With flowery garlands round him hung. 

Which shepherds used to wear : 
He tap^'d the window — " Haste, my dear" 
Jenny, impatient, cried, " Who's there V* 
" 'Tis 1, my love, and no one near ; 
Step gently down, you've nought to fear, 

With Jockey to the fair/' 

'* My dad and mamma's fast asleep, 
My brother's up and with the sheep ; 
And will you still your promise keep 

Which I have heard you swear 1 
And will you ever constant prove '!" 
" I will, by all the powers of love. 
And ne'er deceive my charming dove : 
Dispel these doubts, and haste, my love, 

With Jockey to the fair. 

« Behold the ring !" the shepherd cried, 
** Will Jenny be my charming bride ! 
Let Cupid be our happy guide, 
^ And Hymen meet/us there." 
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Then Jockej did his tows renew, 
He would be constant, would be tine : 
His word was pledged — away* she flew 
O'er cowslip tipp*d with balmy dew. 
With Jockey to the fair. 

In raptures meet the jovial throngs 
Their gay companions blithe and young : 
Each joins the dance, each joins the song, 

And hails the haj^y day : 
Returned, there's none so fond as they, 
They bless'd the kind, pro[Mtious day. 
The smiling mom of blooming May, 
When lovely Jenny ran away 

With Jockey to the fair. 

The Topsails slti-rer in the 'Wind*. 

The topsails shiver in the wind. 

Our ship she*s cast to sea, 
But yet my soul, my heart, my mind. 

Are, Maiy, moor'd with thee ; 
For though thy sailor's bound afar. 
Still love shall be my leading star. 

Should landsmen flatter when we've sail'd, 

Oh, doubt their artful tales. 
No gallant sailor ever fail'd. 

If love breath'd constant gales. 
Thou art the compass of my soul. 
Which steers my heart from pole to pole. 

These are our cares : but if you're kin^ 

We'll scorn the dashing main. 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind. 

Till we return again. 
Now freedom's glory rest with you, ■ 
Our sails are foU^ sweet giri, adteu ! 
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I fvon'l; 1>e.a Nun. 

Now ifl it not a pity such a pretty girl as I, 
Should be sent to a nunnjery to pine away and die ? 
But I won't' be a nun — no, I won*t be a nun — 
I'm so fond of pleasure that I cannot be k nun. 

I'm sure I cannot tell what's the mischief I have done,' 
, But my mother often tells me that I must be a nun. 
But I won't be a nun, &c. 

I could not bear confinement, it tv^ould not do for dM^ 
For I hke to go a shopping, and to see what I can see^ 
So I won't be a nun, &c. 

I love to hear men flattering, love fashionable clothes, 
I love music and dancing, and chatting with the beaux. 
So I can't be a nun, &c. 

So, mother, don't be angry now, but let your iaugh* 

ter be, 
For the nuns would not like to have a novice vrikif 
as me. 
And I can't be a nun — ^no, I won't be a nun — 
I'm so fond of pleasure that I cannot be a nun. 

Tlie Banks of Cliaiiiplaiii. 

'Twas autumn, and round me the leaver were de- 
scending. 

And lonely fie woodpecker pec^'d on the tree, 
Whilst thousands their freedom and rights were de- 
fending^ 

The din of their arms sounded dismal to me ; 
For Sandy, my love, was engaged in the action, 
Without him I valued the world not a fraction, 
Hi» death would have ended my life in distraction, 

Am lonely I stray'd on the banks of Champlain, 
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Then taming to list to the caniKxi's loud thunder, 

My elbow I leaned on a rock near the shore, 
The sounds nearly parted my heart-strings asunder, 
I thought I should see my dear shepherd no more. 
But soon ah express all my sorrows suspended, 
My thanks to the Father of mercies ascended. 
My shepherd was safe, and my country defended. 
By fireedom's brave sons, on the banks of Champlain. 

I wip'd from my eyes the big tear that had started. 

And hastened the news to my parents to bear. 
Who sigh'd for the loss of relations departed, 

And wept at the tidings that bamsh'd their care ; 
The cannon now ceased, the drums still were beating. 
The foes of oiir coimtry far north were retreating, 
The neighboring damsels each other were greeting. 
With the iBongs of delight, on the banks of Cham- 
plain. 

Our squadron triumphant, our army victorious 
With laurels unfaded, our Spartans retum'd. 
My eyes never dwelt on a scene half so glorious, 

My heart with such rapture before never bum'd ; 
But Sandy, my darling, that moment appearing, 
His presence to every countenance cheering, 
Was rendered to me more doubly endearing, 
By the feats he performed on the banks of Champlain. 

But should smiling peace, with her blessings and 
treasures, 

Sooh visit the plains of Columbia again, 
What pen can describe the enrapturing pleasures 

That 1 shall experience through life, with my swain ; 
For then no wild savage will come to alarm tis, 
Nor worse British foes send their minions to harm us. 
But nature and art will continue to charm us. 

While happy we live on the banks of Chan^lain. 
7* 
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Jbowe among' tbe Roses. 

Young Love flew to the Paphian bower. 

And gathered sweets from many a flower. 

From roses and sweet jessamine, 

The lUy and the eglantine. 

The graces were there, eulluig posies. 

And found young Love among the tosjes ; 

Young Love among the roses^ 

liove among the roses 

O happy day ! O joyous hour ! 
Compose a wreath o£ eVry flower, 
Let's bind hixp to us, ne'er to sever ; 
Young Love shall dwell with us for ever. 
Eternal spring the vnef th composes, 
Content is Love amonc^ the roses ; 

Young Love among the roses, ^cc 

/y "Wliere is mjr liOrer. 

As sung by Miss Stkphens. 
Where is my lover 1 can any one teU 1 

Where is he gone 1 where is he gone ? 
He flirts with another^ T know veiy well ; 

And I am all alone ! 
I own that I frown'd when I sent him away, 
And order'd him not to come near me to-day ; 
But then I'd no notion that he would obey. 

Where is he gone 1 where is he gone 1 
Fm sure we girls do not mean half thdX we' say. 
Oh ! I am all alone ! 

Where is my lover 1 oh ! bring him to me. 
Where is he gone 1 where is he gone 1 

I was not aware, how distressing 'twould be. 
Thus to be all alone I 
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They (ell me to Mary gay presents he brmgm 
They say that he smiles when fair Isabel siDgs ; 
'TIS plain that his Cupid has two pak oi wings : 

Where is he gone 1 where is he gcme 1 
Oh ! his love and mine are two different things 
For I am all alone ! 

Bid him come back to me like a good man, 

Whf re is he gone 1 where is he gone 1 
I will him receive with smiles, if I can> 

Though I am all akme ! 
Do not permit him to think that I pine. 
Tell him that many men call me divine : 
Tou cannot mistake him, his form is so fine : 

Where is he gone 1 where is he gone 1 
They say that l^ eyes are the image of mine, 
Oh ! I am all alone ! 

Xbe voice of ber I love. 

As sun^ by Mr. BkjlUam. * 
How sweet, at close of edlent eve. 

The harp's responsive sound ! 
How sweet the vows that ne'er deceive 

And d^eds by virtue crown'd ! 
How sweet to sit beneath a tree 

In some delightful grove ! 
But, oh ! more sofl, more sweet to me. 

The voice of her I love ! 

Whene'er she joins the village train, 

To hail the new born day. 
Mellifluous notes compose each stredn. 

Which zephyrs wafl away. 
The frowns of fate I calmly bear, 

In humble sphere I move. 
Content and bless'd where'er I hear 

The voice of her I love. 
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Tbe 1>onny Sleif^b.* 

Am — " The Bonny Boat." 

O swiftly glides the bonny sleigh, 

Jast parted from the door, 
« With jingling bells and horses' neigh. 

The snow dash'd up before. 
This pleasure now, and happy cheer, . 

Are much enjoy'd indeed ; 
With blooming belles to us. so dear, 

To Laurel Hill we'll speed. 
We cast our lines upon the rails. 

Where snow had drifted wide ; 
Our bonny sleigh, coats, hats, and veils. 

Were all then laid aside : 
Then, happy pr^^ved the meny dance 

Upon the mansion floor ; 
Whfe wine and cider mull'd and warm. 

Came in at every door 

The skaters on the ice may sing, 

Whilst all around they charm ; 
But we prefer the sleigh bells' ring, 

When all wrapp'd up so warm : 
It safely bears its lovely store. 

Through many a stormy gale ; 
Whilst joyful shouts from half a score, 

Our merry party hail. 
We cast our lines upon the rails, 

Wh9re snow had drifted wide ; 
Our bonny sleigh, coats, hats, and veils. 

Were all then laid aside : 
Then happy prov'd the jolly folks. 

With ne'er a sigh nor care : 
We'll now return and crack some jokei, 

Where all our treasures sure. 
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Now near H^e city we are oome, 

The lamps I plainly see : 
From the good dame we left at home, 

Our welcome warm will be : 
The wfU known ahoat, and aleigh belV ring. 

Seem echoing in her ears { 
Now come, n^ bojrs, let's loudly aing, 

IKie'U aoon forget her fears. 
We'll cast oar lines apon the poit» 

That stands before the door, 
And then we'll all our fingers toast, 

And sleigh a little more. 
Then happy prove each pleasant jaont, 

Upon the wintry plain 4 
Fm sure we shall not sleighipf want. 

If snow don't turn to ra^^ jL ^ 

Poor little liore^ 

PodHittle love looks as meek, as a dove, ^ 

When he sues for relief in our bosom ; 
We harbor the boy as a herald of joy« 

For whero is the heart can refuse him T 
When once in our breast, he deprives us of rest, 

While for constancy, vain we implore him, 
He laughs at our sighs, spreads his pinions and fliea» 

ITet in spite of all this we adore hiin ; 
Yes, yes, poor little love, &c. 

Arts are as old as the world, we are told, 

Yet we women somehow can't upbraid him ; 
Oh ! still docs he vex ev'ry one of our sex, 

And man, even man ! can't evade him. 
He sports with us all ; young or olfl, great or small, 

Must obey him, whatever they utter ; 
And as for myself, I wish the sly elf 

Would not make in my heart such a flutter. 
No, no, sly little love, poor little love, &c. 
. F 
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Tl&e Rose Tree. 

A Toae tiee in full bearing. 
Had sweet ^wens fair to see ; 

One rose beyond comparing^' 
. F5r beauty, attracted me ; 

Though eager once to win it, 

When lovely, blooming, fiesh, and gay, 

I found a canker in it. 

And now throw it far away. , 

How fine this morning early, 

The sun shining faiur and bright ; . 
80 late I lov'4you dearly,. 

Thougii lost now each fond delight. 
The clouds seem big with showers, 

The sun-beams no more are seen ; 
Farewell ! ye fleeting hours. 

Your falsehood has changM the scene. 

When fair Aurora blushes, 

And heaven's serene and clear, 
The linnets, larks, and thrushes. 

With music delight the ear ; 
When storms begin to gather, 

And clouds veil the vaulted skies, 
They bid adieu to pleasure. 

In silence their music dies.' 

So, when you was my lover, 

I thought you was all divine : 
No blemish could discover ; 

But now, all your vices shine : 
I find you are inconstant. 

You're false and fickle as the wind , 
ni think no more upon you. 

But banish you firom my mind. 
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Bnrlal ef Sir Jolin Moore. 

Not a drum was heard, nor a l&ineTal note. 

As his corse to the ramparts we hurried ; 
Not a soldkpr discharged his farewell shot, 

0*er the grave where our hero we buried. 
We buried him darkly at dead c^ night, 

The sod with' our bayonets turning ; 
By the struggling moonbeam's misty light, 

And the lamtem dimly burning. 

No useless coffin confined his breast. 

Nor in sheet or shroud we bound him*; 
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 

Withlus martial cloak around him. 
Few and short were the prayers we said, 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow ; 
But we steadfastly gazed on the face of the dead, 

And bitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought, as we heap'd his narrow bed. 

And smoothed down his lonely pillow. 
That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er his head, 

And we far away on the billow ! 
Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone. 

And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him ; 
But nothing he'll reck if they'll let him sleep on, 

In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half our heavy task was done. 

When the clock toU'd the hour for retiring. 
And we heard by the distant and random gun. 

That the foe was sullenly firing. 
Slowly and sadly we laid him down. 

From the field of his fame fresh and goiy ; 
We carved not a line, we raised not a stone ; 

But we lefl him alone in his glory.. 
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I • ■ -. 

OlAMie, art tlnou sleepiitff yet, 

laarie, art thou sleeping yet, 
Or art thou wakin^ I would wit 1 
For love- hag bound me hand an^ fit. 

And I would fkin be in, ja 

O let me in this^ae nighty * 

This ae, ae, ae night ; 
For pity's sake, this ae night, 

rise and let^me ii), jo. 

Out o'er the moss, out o'er the muir, 

1 came this dark and dreary hour, 
And here I stand without the dcior, 

Amid the pouring storm, jo, 
O let me in, &c. 

Thou hear'st the winter wind and weet, 
Nae star blinks through the driving sleet ; 
Tak' pity on my weary feet, 
And ^ield me frae the rain, jo. 
O let me in, &c. 

The bitter blast that round me blaws 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's ; 
The cauldness of thy heart's the cause 
Of a' my grief and pain, jo. 

let me in, &c. 

HER ANSWER. 

O tell na me o' wind and rain. 
Upbraid na me with cauld disdain, 
Gae back the gate ye cam' again> 
I winna let you in, jo. 

1 tell you now this ae night, 

This ae, ae, ae night ; 
And ance for a' this ae night, 

1 winna let ye in, jo. 
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The snellest blast, at mirkeat boon, 
Tiuet round, the pathleaa tirand'rer poora, 
, I» nocht to what poor she endures, 
That's trusted &ithless man, jo. 
I tell you now, ice 

The sweetest flower that decked the mead. 
Now trodden like the vilest weed. 
Let simple maid the lesson read. 
The weird may be her ain, jo. 
• i tell you -now, dec • 

The bird that charfli'd his summer-day, 
Ts now the cmd fowler's prey ; 
Let witbss, trusting woman say 
How aft her fate s the same, jo. 
I tell you now, dtc 



' TUe Xmy of tbe mUostrel Knlfrlit* 

I -^Oh ! list to my lay,' said a minstrel gray, 

I As he paused at a baron's proud hall, 

|. The lojrd said * N^y,' the lady said *Aye,* 

But ifair Emmeline spoke not at all. 
Then a strain he sung, till the castle walls rung. 

For his voice had wondrous power ; 
And sweet was the tale, as the summer eve's gale 
When it kisses the sleeping flower. 

< In the holy land, on king Richaid's right hand. 

Fought one for his lady-love ; 
By a Other's pride his suit was denied. 

But vows are recorded above.* 
Fair Emmeline listen'd, until her eye glisten'd 
With trembling yet sweet surprise ; 
i For the minstrel, she knew, was her Leoline tnie^ 

^ Though shrouded io dim disguise ! 

8 
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Olft no, I |tevcr. mentioned It* 

Air—** Oh no, I'll never mention him.*' 
Oh no, I never mentioned it, 

I never aaid a word ; 
But lent my friend my five pound note. 

Of which — ^I never heard ! 
He told m6 that he borrowed it 

To pay another debt — 
And since IVe never mentioned it. 

He things that 1 forget-! - 

Whenfe'er we rid^, /pay6 the 'pike ;^ 
/ settles every treat ir 

He rides my cob— he driv6s my cob- 
But cuts me when we meet f 

My new uinbrell* 1 lent him too. 
One night 'twas very wet ; 

Though he forgets it ne'er came back, 
Ah me — /don't forget I 

To Sally Sims, my own true love. 

Few visits can I pay : 
.But think how kind my friend behaves, 

Jle cajls on her each day ! 
By him I've sent rich pearls and rings, 

With fruit and flowisrs a lot : 
The frtdt and Jlotoer^ came safe to hand, 

The rest — my friend forgot ! 

Sometimes I treats Miss to the play. 

And, what I can't abide, 
Is, when /just sits down by her, 

My friend's at t* other aide J 
Such whisp'ring and «uch quizzing too, 

They keep, to make me fret ; — 
I know 'tis only * make believe,* 

But still I can't forget 
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— , : ^ I ' ' : 

< A friend in needle a friexid indeed,' 
' llils / have found qaite true : 
Fbr mine is sudi a needy friend. 

He Bticka to me like glue ! 
We're, like, they say — for oft have I 

Been taken for— -his debts ; 
He makes so free with me and mine, 
MmBelf he quite— forgets ! 

InAiULortal UTasl&iiiartOA* ^'^ 

Columbia's greatest gloiy, 

Was her lov'd chie^ fair freedom's fiiend, 
Whose fame, renown'd in story, 

Shall last, till time itself shall end. 
Te muses bring you# harps, and sing 

Sweet lays, that in smooth numbers nm* 
In praise of our lov'd hero, 

The great, the godlike Washington. 

His fame through future. ages, 

Columbians free-bom sons s^all raise ; 
The theme each h«art engages. 

All tounges shall join to sing his praise \ 
With joy sound forth his virtuous worth. 

And tell the glorious acts he's done. 
Of all mankind, the greatest * 

Was dUr beloved Washington. 

And oh ! thou great Creator^ 

Who form'd his youUi, and ^atch'd hi« age, 
Since thou, in course of nature. 

Hast called him from his earthly stage. 
Great power above enthron'd in love. 

Who was before this world b^gun, 
Receive into thy bosom, 

Our virtdous hero — Washington, 
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IIfaT««itlc» Hymn of Xiib«rty« 

Ye sons of FreeJom, WfJce.to gloi^ ! . 

Bark *. hafk ! wh^t myriads bid yoa rise, 
Ycmr chililren, wivosj and granditres. hoaiy^ 

Behold ih&Jx tears and hear their cries. 
Shall hateful tynuit^^ mischiefs breeding. 

With hireUngr hosta, a ruffian ban4» 

A Aright and desolate the )and, 
While peace and liberty lie blee<Ung t 

Toarmsf to arms! ye brave? 

Th^ avengiDg uword unsheath: 
March on» march an, all hearts resolv^d^ 
^ On victory or death. 

Now, now, the daiigen>«s storm is rotling, 
Whiih treacherous kings confederate rais^ 

The dogH of war, let loose, are howling^ 
And lo 1 our fkUU and cities blaze. 

And fiUiill we basely view the ruin. 
While laAvless force with guilty stride, 
Spreads desolation £ir and wide, 

With Crimea aud blood his hands imbruing? 
To arms ! to arms ! ye brave, &c» 

Wjth luxury and priJ* surrounded. 

The vile insatiate despots dare. 
Their thirst of power and gold unbounded^ 

To mete ajid vend the light and air. 
Like bensifi of burden would they load us^ 

X»ike gode would bid their slaves adore, 

]&utmart is man, nnd who is more? 
Then shall tbcj? longor lash and goad us ? 
To arms I to armB ! y© brave, &c. 

Ob 1 Liberty, c<in man resign thee. 
Once having felt thy generous flame * 



w 
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Can dcmgeons, bolts, and ban confine thee t 
Or whips thy noble spirit tame 1 

Too long the worid has wept, bewailing 
That falsehood's dagger tyrants wield. 
But freedom is our sword and shield^ 

And all their arts^ are unavailing. 

To arms ! to arms ! ye brave, &xx 

Tl&e Old Kat. 

Aia — *' Washing Day.** 

When this old hat was new, my boy8> 

Full three score years and ten. 
There's few that's living now can tell» 

How plenty things were then. 
Good liquor in a poor man's house^ 

Was a pleasant thing to view. 
Besides wo had both ale and souse^ 

When this old hat was new. 

"V^Hien this old hat was new, my boy% 

'Twas Christmas in the mom. 
We did not want for the best of food. 

We had both wheat and com. 
The rich tl^ey wanted no waiting on, ^ 

Which they were kindly welcome to^ 
Besides there was no cheating then, 

When thill old hat was new. 

When this old hat was new, by boys. 

Soldiers were not press'd ; 
They boldly entered volunteers. 

Their fortunes proved the best ; 
The tories they all took a flight, 

Which they most welcome were to Ao^ 
For ^y might as well be d — d as fifl^ 

When this old hat was new. 
8* 
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Tlie lICiMintaineeir's SfMUff* 

Composed fo*"** The American Minstrel.'* 
^ Oh, talk not to me of the ".West" and its rivers — 
Its valleys retiring the forests' gloom through — 
Its lakes, in whose oosbms the summer sun quivers. 

Reflecting a sky ever smiling and new. 
Tho' fair be thy stieams which flash through the 
wildwood, 
And rich are thy valleys, and sunny thy skies — 
The scenes that encompass the home of my childhood, 
Tho' less bright tlieir aspect, more dearly I prize. 

Soft, soft is the South, as it sighs o'er thy flowers. 
Or noiselessly ripples the slumbering fount ; 

And cool are the shades of thy vine-trelHc'd bowers, 
Like Eden spots glowing on hill side and mount. 

They are bright — they are fair — ^but give me the 
mountains. 
That rush in magnificence on the clear sky : 

Tho' dark be the gush of their pine-coyer'd fountains, 

. And rugged the glens where the covert deer lie. 

Broad, broad are thy plains where the buffalo grazes. 

And verdant the emerald swells pf their grass ;, 
Bu^he Indian alone treads their diflicult mazes, j.^* 

Or skulks where the prairie-wolves tremblingly pa jljfc 
There's a splendor aye broods o'er the rush of iS^^ 
waters, 

A sweet song of birds from copse, dingle, and grove.; 
And kind are the hearts of thy gazelle-cy'd daughters, 

When friendship awakens, and ushers in love. 

But mem'ry still clings with its tendrils around thee, 
And hovers and weeps o'er my childhood's first 
home ; 

Too strong are the links which in infancy bound me, 
To breti now, when destmy bids m© to roam. 
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Bat hark ! 'tis the ityur of the cataract swelling, 
O'er cli£^ stream, and fountain, thro' brake, gorge, 
and dell, 

Recalling the wanderer to his lone dwelling — 
So, " tUMUtiful west," fare-thee-well, &re-thee-w^ ! 

Hame Durdesa. 

Dame Burden kept five serving girls 

To carry the milking-pail ; 
She also kept five laboring men, 
To wield the spade and flail : 
'Twas Moll and Bet, 
And Doll aad Kate, 
And Dorothys Bfcggletail ; 

And John and Dick, 
. And Joe and Jack, 
And Humphry with his flail ; 
• 'Twas John kissed Molly, 
And Dick kissed Betty, 
And Joe kissed Dolly, 
And Jack kissed Kitty, 
And Humphiy with his flail ; 
« And Kitty she was a charming girl. 

To carry the milking-pail. 

Dame Durden in the mom so soon, 

She did begin to call,. 
To rouse her servant-maids and men. 

She then began to bawL 

'Twas Moll and Bet, &c 

'TWAS on the morn of .Valentine, 

The birds began to prate, 
Dame Dnrden's servant-maids and men 

They all began to mate. 

'Twas Moll and Bet, ^pc 
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Tl&e I<OTer9s lOtstalKe, 

Af long by Madame Yfsrsu. 
A fond youth serenaded his love 

Who w«8 sleeping — love never shoc^ vImiv 
Her father veas peeping above — 

Oh ! fathers, you nev^r should peep. 
To his daughteiPs balcony he brought 

Her monkey in muslins array'd ; 
The youth was o*eijoy'd, for he thought 

'Twas the form of his beautiful maid, his' maid, 

'Twas the form of his beautiful maid. 

He gaz*d on the figure in white. 

Whose nods gave new life to his hopes f 

His heart throbb'd with love and delight, 
As he threw up the ladder of ropes ; 

His charmer hopp'd down it, and then 
The happy delusion was o'er ! 

Girls often meet monkey-like men. 

But man ne'er woo'd monkey before, before, 
But man ne'er woo'd monkey before. 

From the window enjoying the joke. 

Her fother fear'd danger no more ; 
And she by the bustle awoke. 

Soon made her escape at the door. " 
** Come, come to your Rosa,*' she said, 

" Unless you prefer my baboon. 
And pray let your next serenade 

Take place at the full of the moon, the moon. 

Take place at the full of the moon." 

There was an Irish lad, 
Whoior'd a doiater'd nan, 
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.1 -1 ■ ■ ■ I .1 ■■ 

Aifd it made, him very sad. 

For what was U> 1)0 done ? 
He thought it was a big shame, 

A taost confpanded sin, 
That she could not get out at all, 
And he could not get in : 
Yet he went ev'ry day, he could do nothing more. 
Yet be went ev'ry day unto the convent door, 
And he sung sweetly, Smalilou, smalilou, smalilou. 
And he sung sweetly, Smalilou, gramachree, and 
Paddywhack. 

To catch a glimpse of her, 

He play'd a thousand tricks ; 
Thebdts he tried to stir. 

And he gave the wail some kicks : 
He stampM, he rav'd, and sigh'd, and pray'd. 

And many times he swore, 
The devil bum the iron bolts I 
The devil take the door ! 
Yet he went ev*ry day, he made it a rule : 
Y«t he went ev'ry day, and looked like a fool. 
Though he sung sweetly, &c. 

One mom she left her bed, 

Because she could not sleep. 
And to the window sped, 

To take a little peep ; 
And what did she do then ? 

I'm sure you'll think it right. 

She bade the honest lad good day. 

And bade the nuns good night. 

Tenderly she Usten'd to all he had to say, 

Then jump'd into his arms, and so they ran away. 

■ And they sung sweetly, &c. 
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SnrraliL for tlie jEmerald Isle. 

"• Af lung by Misa Rock. 

There's a health to the friends that are'far. 

There's a health to our friends that are near, 
Here's to those who r^ik first in the war, 

Oh the brave hearts that never knew fear ! 
Here's to him who for freedom first draws, 

And here's to the heart free firom guile, 
The patriot friend to his home and his laws. 

Who stands by his own native isle. 
Then hurrah for the Emerald Isle ! 

And here's to the bosom's bright glow. 

When the banner of liberty waves; 
And here's may she conquer her foe, . . 

Ere tjie sons of het glory be slaves ! 
Then here's to the friends all around^ 

The emblem of Erin's rirh soul. 
And oh ! may they ever, when wanted, be found 

To stand by their own native isle^ 
Then hurrah for the Emerald Isle! 

ETenlngr Song* of tbe Tyrol ese Peasants, 

Come to the sun-set tree ! 

The day is past and gone ; 
The woodman's axe lies free, 

The reaper's work is done. 
The twilight star to heaven, 

And the summer dew to flowers, 
And rest to us is given 

By the cool soft evening hours. 
^ Gome to the sun-set tree, &c. 

Sweet is the hour of rest. 

Pleasant the wind's low sigh; 
The gleaming of the west. 

And the tourf whereon we lie. 
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When the burden of the heat 

Of labor's task is o'er, 
Ani kindly voices greet, 

The tired one at hiis door. 

Come to the sun-set tree, &c. 

Tea, tuneful is the sound 

That dwells in whispering boughs ; 
Welcome the freshness round, 

And the gale that fans our brows. 
Then, though the wind an altered tone 

Through the young foliage bear. 
Though every flower of something gone, 

A ting& of sadness w.ear; 

Come to the sun-set tree, Sec, 

my liiiTe^s like a red, red Rose. 

At sung by Rfr.' SiNCLAitt. 
O, my luve's like a red, red rose, 

That's newly sprung in June ; 
O, my luve's like the melodie 

That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 

So deep in luve am I ; 
And I wiir luve thee still, my dear. 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a* the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun ; 

I will luve thee still, my dear, 
While the sands o' fife shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve. 

And &re thee weel awhile ! 
And I will come again, my luve, 

Though it were ten thousand mile. 
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Fair cbiel o' tfeie 'West. 

Fair chier o' the west, 'will ye gang wi' me, 

And dance on the Highland hill 1 
Where the piper's merrie minstrelsie 

Flows on like a rushing rill 1 
Where the bonnie, bonnie thistle rears its head, 

And nods to the purple heather : 
Fair chid' o* the west, will ye gang wi' me^ 

And we'll dance o'er the Highlands. together T 

Fair chief, gin the snaw fa' white an' fast, 

When the winter tempest lowers ; 
And my winsome girl to the nofhem blast, 

Lik^ a drooping lily cowers ; 
I've a canny canny cot by the Hue hill side, 

Love flies there in stormy weather ; 
Atid gin ye will taV it and be my bride, 

We'll Uve in the Highlands together. 

Iiook aWa' to the north, lovely chiel' o' the west, 

And see where the white mist gathers ; 
Like the spirit of song, in its shadowy vest. 

When it hung o'er the harps of my fathers : 
When auld winter is gone, o'er the hills it will fling 

The dew that still freshens the heather; 
Then we'll gang out, loved lassie, to meet the fiiir 
spring. 

And we'll dance o'er the Highlands together. 

Tlio lylooin is on tlic Rye. 

My pretty Jane ! my pretty Jane ! 

Ah ! never look so shy, 
Bnt meet me in the evening, 
. While the bloom is on the rye. 
The gpring is waning fest, my love, 

The corn if in the ear ; 
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The summer nights are coming, love. 
The mopn shines bright and clear ; 

Hien pvet^ Jane ! my dearest Jane ! 
Ah I never look so shy ; 

But meet me in the evening, 
WJ^Ie the. bloom is on the rye. 

But name the day, the. Woddii^ day, 

And I will buy the ring ; 
The lads and maids in &vors white— 

The village bells shall ring. 
The spring is waning fast, my love. 

The com is in the ear ; 
The summer nights are coming, love, 

The mopn shines bright and clear : 

Then pretty Jane, &c. 

Tbe Star of Loire.. 

Along the mountains of the w^st, 
The woods in misty twihght wave ; 

The eagle broods upon her nest. 
The hermit sits within his cave. 

The May-moth in the wild flower sleeps, 

And sylvan urchins silent lie \ 
The fallow-deer its covert keeps, 

And drowsy shepherds homeward hie. 

No murmur from the thicket breaks. 
The night-enamored bird is mute ; 

While Love (a sweeter bird) awakes, " 
And warbles from my hdy's lute. 

Appear ! star after star appears — 
The brightest star that eye can sec. 

When joy that filled that eye with t^ais, 
Was never half so bright as thee. 
9 Q 
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BT MRS. ORUfT, 

Roy's wife <tf Aldivalloch, 

Hoy's vii& of Aldivalloch ; 
Wat ye how she cheated me, 

As I came o'er the braes of Balloch* 
She vowM, she swore she wad be mine, 

She said she lo'ed me best of ony ; 
But oh! the fickle, faithless quean, 

She's ta*en the taxi and left her Johnny. 
Roy's wife, &c 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch, 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch ; 
Wat ye how she cheated me, 

Aa I came o'er the braes of Balloch. 
O she was a canty quean. 

And weel could dance the Highland walloch ; 
How happy I, had she been mine, * 

Or I'd been Roy of Aldivalloch. 
Roy's wife, dw. 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch, 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch ; 
Wat ye how she cheated me. 

As I came o'er &e braes of Balloch, 
Her hair so feir, lier e'en sae clear, 

Her wee bit mou', sae sweet and bonny. 
To me she ever will be dear, 

Tho' she's for ever left her Johnny. 
Roy's wife, dtc 

Roy's wife of AldivaUoch, 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch ; 
Wat ye how she cheated me. 

As I came o'er the braes of Ballodi. 
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Bnt Roy's age k three times mine, 
I think his days will naie be mony. 

And when the cart's dead and gane, 
Shell, may be, rae and tak' her Johnny. 
Roy's wifegjfcc 

Sere's a be»ltli, iHramle Scoiland^ «• tliee* 

Sfere's a health to fair Scotland, the land of the bntTt^ 

Here's a health to the bold and the free. 
And as k>ng as the thistle and heather shall .wave. 

Here's a health, bonnie Scotland, to thee. 
Here's to the land of victorious Bruce, 

And the champions of liberty's cause. 
And may their exaijiple fresh heroek i»odi]ce, 

In defence of our rights and our laws. 
Here's a heal&, dec. 

Here's a health to the land where brave Wallaoe on- 
finFd * 

Wa bright banner of conquest and frune. 
The terror of foemen, the pride of the worid ; 

Long may Scotland hold dearly his name. 
And still like their fiithers, our brothers are true. 

And their valor vnih pleasure we see, 
Of the wreaths that were won at renown'd Waterioo, 

Here's a bough of the laurel for thee. 
Here's a health, dec. 

Here's success to the land where &ir liberty growi^ 

May her sons still in harmony twine. 
And should vnly discord again interpose^ 

Let us challenge each other in wine. 
For while we*re united, foes threaten, in vain ; 

And their daring, our fame shall increase, 
Till the banner of victory, o'er land and main, 

Tnamphioit is waving in peace. 

Then here's a h^th, dce^ 
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vnn ir»tcii. 

TwM one mom, "when the wipd from the norihwaid 
- Wew keenly, 
While sullenly roar'd the big waves of the main, 
A &m'd smuggleTy'^Vill Wat(^ kissed his Si;e, then - 
serenely 
« Took helm, and to sea boldly steer'd out again. 
Will had promised his Sue, that this trip, it wdl ended. 
Should coil up his hopes, and he'd anchor on shore ; 
When his pockets were iin'd, why his life should be 
mended ; 
The laws he had brc&en he'd never break mo^ce. 

His sea-boat was trim, made her port, took hor lading, 

Then Will stood for home, repch'd the offing and 
cried. 
This night, if Fve luck, furls the stdls of my trading ; 

In dock I can lie, and a fridnd serve becode. 
Will lay to, till the night came on darksome and 
dreary, 

To crowd every sail then he pip'd up each hand ; 
But a signal soon spied, 'twas a prospect imcheeiy, 

A signal that warn'd him to bear from the land. 

Hie Philistines are out, cries Will, well take no 
heed on't, 
Attack'd, who's the man that will flinch from his 
gun? 
EQionld my head be blown off, I shall ne'er feel the 
need on't — 
We'll fight while we can ; when we can't, boys, 
we'U run. 
Thnmgh the haze of the night, a bright flash bow 
appearing. 
Oh! now, cries Will Watch, the Phihstines bear 
down; 
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Be«r-a4iaiid, my tig^t lads,, ero we think about 
sheering, 
One broadside poCtr in, tdiould w# swim, bo]r>> of 
drown. 

Bat should I be popp'd off, yon, my mates, left be- 
hind me, 
' Begafd my last words, see 'em kindly obeyed : 
Let no stone mark the spot, and, my fronds, do you 
mind me, 
Near the beach is the grave where Will Watch 
would be laid. 
Poor Will's yam was spun out — ^for a bullet next 
minute 
Laid him low on the deek, and he never spoke more'; 
His bold crew fought the brig while a shot remained 
in it, 
Then sheer'd— and Will's hulk to his Susan they 
.borok 

In the dead of the night his last wish was complied 
with. 
To few known his grave, and to few known his 
end; 
He was borne to the earth by the crew that he died 
with, 
He*d the tears of his Susan, the prayers of each 
i friend. 
Near his grave dai& the Inllows, the winds loudly 
bellow, 
Yon ash struck with lightning, points out the cold 
bed 
Where Will Watch, the bold smugg^, that &m'd 
lawless fellow. 
Once fear'd, naw forgot, ideras in peace with ^ 
dead.' 
9» 
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Fan Jojr is our devotion, Tben cheerily, cheerily sing— 

^ Fal la. 
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nolienliiideii* 

BT TBOMAJB CAlCPBELIi. 

On Linden, wben the sun was low, 
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow, 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

But Linden saw ano^er sight,^ 
"When the drum beat at dead of night. 
Commanding -fires of death to light 
The dai^ess of her scenery. 

•^"By torch and trumpet fast array'd, 
£ach horseman drew his battle blade. 
And furious every charger neigh*d 
To join the dreadful revelry. 

Then shook the hills with thunder riven. 
Then rush'd the steeds to battle driveA, 
And louder than the bolts of heaven, 
Far flashed the red artillery. 

And redder yet those fires shall glow, 
On Linden*s hills of blood-stainM jsnow. 
And darker yet shall be the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

Tib mom : — but scarce yon lurid sun 
Can pierce the war clouds' rolling dun, 
"Where furious Frank and fiery Hun 
i^hout in their sulph'rous canopy. 

The combat deepens. — On, ye brave, 
Who rush to glory or the grave ! 
Wave, Munid^ all thy banners wave ! 
And charge with all thy chivalry ! 



Ah ! few ahall part where man j meet ! 
The snow shall he their winding sheet, 
And eveiy torf beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier's sepulchre. 



^be Banks of tlio Bee. 

Twas sommer, and sofUy the breezes were blowing, 

And sweetly the nightingale sung on die tree ; 
At the foot of a rock where a river is flowing, 

I sat myself down on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on thou sweet river. 
Thy banks, purest stream, shall be dear to me ever, 
For there I first gain*d the affection and favor ' 
Of JamiiB, the glory and pride of the Dee. 

B ut now he's gone firom me, and left me thus mourning. 

To fight for his country — for valiant is he ; 
And ah ! there's no hope of his speedy returning. 

To wander again on the banks of die Dee. 
He's gone, hapless youth, o'er the loud roaring billows. 
The kindest and sweetest of all the gay fellows. 
And left me to stray 'mongst the once loved willows, 
The loneliest maid on the banks of the Dee. 

But time and my {n^yers may perhaps yet restore him. 
Blest peace may restore my dear shepherd to me ; 

And when he returns, -mih such care I'll watch o'er 
him, 
He never shall leavfe the sweet banks of the Dee. 

The Dee then shall flow, all its beauties displaying ; 

The lamb on its banks shall again be seen playing ; 

While I with my Jamie am carelessly straying. 
And tasting again all the sweets of the Dee. 



Tfeie Bomailca. 

When tile balaika is heard o*er the sea, 
rU dance the romaika, by moonlight with thee ; 
If waves then advancmg should steal o'er our track. 
Thy white feet in dancing, shall chase them all bade 
When the balaika, &c 

Then at the closing of each merry lay, 
We'll lie reposing beneath the night ray ; 
Or if declinmg the moon leave the skies, 
We'll talk by the shining of each other's eyes. 
When the balaika, dx. 

Oh ! ihen how featly the dance we'll renew. 
Winding so fleetly, its Ught mazes through. 
Till stars shining o'er us, from heaven's high howers. 
Will give their bright chorus^ for one dance of ours. 
When the balaika, &%. 

Tlie Mariner's IVif e. 

But are you sure the news is true ? 

And are you sure he's wee] ? 
Is this a time to think o' wark 1 

Ye lass, fling by your wheel. 
There's nae luck about the house. 

There's nae luck at a' ; 
There's little pleasure in the house. 

When our good man's awa. 

Is ibis a time to think o' vcrark, 

When Colin's at th^ door 1 
Gi' me my cloak, FU down the Key, 

And see him come ashore. 

There's nae luck, dte. . 

Rise up and mak' a dean fireside, 
Pot on the mnckle pot ; 



Gi' little Kate her cotton gown. 
And Jack his Sunday's coat 

There's nae lock, Ac 

Mik' their shoon as bladL as tikm, 
Their stockings white as snaw $ 

It's a' to pleasure our good man, 
Hb likes to see them braw. 

There's nae luck, ^ce. 

lliere are twa hens into the crip 

Fve led this month or matr ; 
Make haste toihraw their necks tbon^ 

That Cahn well may fare. 

There's nae luck, dbew 

Bring down to me my Ugonet, 

My bishop-satin gown. 
And then gae tell the Bidlie's wife 

That Colin's come to town. 

There's nae luck, &c 

My Turkey slippers PU put on. 

My stoddngs of pearl blue, 
And a' to pleasure our good man. 

For he's both leal and true. 

There's nae luck, dec. 

8ae i^eet his voice, sae smooth his tongue, 

His hreath's like cauler air. 
His yery tread has music in't. 

As be comes up the stair. 

Therilti pae luck, dec 

And win I see his &xm again ! 

And will I hear him speak t 
Fm downright dizzy wi' the joy. 

And e'en I'm like to greet. 

There's nae luck, dtc 
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Tbe true Tankee l^ailor. ' 

When a boj^Hany Bluff left his frienils and hiB homey 
• ^d his dear native land, o'er the ocean to roam ; 
> Like a Bajduig he sprung, he was &ir to the view, 
He^ was true Yankee oak, boys, the <dder he grew. 
^hV his body was weak, and his hands they were soft, 
When the signal was giv'n he tiie fin* went aloft : 
The veterans all cried, he'll one day* lead the van. 
For though, rated a boy, he'd the soul of a man^ 
And the heart of a true Yankee sailor. 

When ta manhood promoted aAd burning for fiune, 
Still in peace or in war, Harry Bluff was the same 
So true to his love, and in battle so brave, 
The myrtle and laurel entwin'd o'er his grave. 
For his country he fell, when by victory crown'd. 
The flag shot away, fell in tatters around. 
The foe thought he'd struck, but he sung oiit, avast 
And Columbia's colors he nail'd to tlie mast ; 
And died like a true Yankee sailor. 

Tbe miseries of Satiurda)r, 

There is no peace about the house. 

In kitohen, parlor, hall. 
There is no comfort in the house 

On Saturday at all. 
Where'er you turn, a noise as^ls 

Of brushes, brooms, and mops ; . 
Besides a host of nans and pails. 

For various stinig^' slops. 
Then there's rubjtnf^ scrubbing, 

Tearing, sweaAig, sounding eVry way ; 
Of all the days thnlughout the week, 

The worst is Saturday. 

Haik ! is that dread thunder near, 
Or noisy drum or fife ? 
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Oh, no, the music that I hear, 

1m diarwoman find wife ! 
Both laughing, scolding, talking, singing, 

Crad ! there's such a din, 
That all Babel's woikmen ringing. 

Conquered, must gfive in — 
To their robbing, scrubbing, 

Tearing^ swearing, echoing ev'ry way ; 
Of all the days within the week, 
. The worst is Saturday. 

In apron }Aue now domes your belle. 

And gown, well stor'd with holes ; 
For cdor, it might passing well 

Claim kindred with the coals. 
Then, she says, "You know, my dear. 

Some make their husbands rue, 
By taking their good dothes to wear. 

When any thhig will do. 
For theif scrubbing, rubbing, 

'W'earing, tearing/' Oh curse them, all, I say; 
Of all the days throughout the week, 
' The worst is Saturday. 

Begrim'd with dust, with dirt, and grease. 

She now sits down to dine ; 
At banyatfday, of bread and cheese. 

You now must not repine ; 
Your goods and chattels, now disfdao'd. 

All in coniusioR ptand*;' 
Some are broke, and some de&o'd. 

By each destructive hand, 
With their rubbing, sdrubbing, - • 

Tearing, swearing, sounding ev'ry way ; 
Of all the days witLdb the week, 

The worst is Saturday. 
10 
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At length, ihank iate ! ih» waifiure's o'er» 

Bvt now, &e peevish froinp 
Innsts ^at all across the Aoot 

We must hop, ddp, and jumpf 
For fear the milk-wfaiUe hoaids ahotild 80il» 

Or furniture bewray ; 
Ah ! wo to him that dares to spoil - 

The work of Saturday, 
After rubbing, scrubbing, 

Tearing, swearing, all their time awagr ; 
Of all the days that make the week. 

The worst is Saturday. 

Then, to avoid a din and npis^ 

For rational delight. 
We haste to join some jolly hoys 

On Saturday at night ; 
When we are met, a jovial set,. 

We drive dull care away, 
In harmony, we soon forget 

The woes of Saturday, 
And their rubbing, scrubbing. 

Tearing, swearing,^ all the live-long daj; 
Tar the night of miith will soon requite 

The woes of Saturday. 

Tlte jninatrel Boi^ 

Am—" The Moreen." " 

The minitrel boy to the war is gon^ 

In the ranks of dei^ you'll find him^ 
His &theE's swor^ he has girded on, 

And lus wUd harp slung behind him. 
<< Lflhd of song !" said the warrior bard, 

<* Though all the world betrays thee, 
Ojtb sword, at least, thy rights sfa|U guard, 

Omt fiatfatd harp shall prwse thee.'* 
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The miDitvel fell ! but the fi>eman'8 diain 

Could not bring- his proud soul under; 
The harp he loVd ne'er ipbke again. 

For he toro'its chords asunder ; 
And said, ** No chains shall suUy thee, 

Thou soul of love and bravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the pure and fiee. 

They shall never sound in slavery/' 

Oht 'whot m ro-vrt 

Oh ! what a row ! what a rumpus and a rioting, 

All those endure, you may be sure, that go to sea ; 
A ship is a thing that you never can. be quiet in. 

By wmd or steam it'rAll the same, 'twas so vnth me. 
Wife and daughter, on the water sud they'dlike to 

ittil a bit, 
I eonsented, soon repented,. soon began to rail a bit ; 
** Pa ! now pray ! go to-day, the weather's so inviting, 

hiuk, 4 . 

Fm sure 'twill do such good to you, they'll feed you ^ 

like a fighting cock." 

Oh ! what a row, 4tc. 

In a boat, I got afloat, as clumsy as an elephant, 
80 spruce and gay to spend the day, and make a 
splash; 
Gad ! it's true, I did it too, forstepfong in, I fell offon't, 
And overboard, upon my word, I went slap-dash. 
Wife squalling, daughter bawling, avery thmg pro- 
voking me, 
Oall'd<< a hog, a poodle dog,"all the sailors joking me ; 
Dripping wet, and in a fret, with many more dis- 

tressibles, * 

A fellow took.the long-bo»t hook, and caught my in- 
ezpiAsibles. 

Oh ! whai a row, ^ 
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Sach a gig, without a wig, on deck I vtbb exhiMted^ 
Laughed at by the passengers, and qui22'd by the 
crew ; * 

Ray'd and swore, that on the shore I rather had been 
gibbeted— 
Than thus, half drowned, by all around, be roasted too - 
Danger past, and diy at last, indulging curiosity, 
I star'd to see the vessel flee, with such a strange 

velocity; 
" Pray," said I, to one just by, ** what power can im- 
pel us so 1" 
** The smoky devil goes by steam, at leafit the lubbers 
tell us so." 

Oh ! what a rowy Scc^ 

Not a sail, to catch a gale, yet maglcadly on I went, 

'Crainst wind and tide, and all beside, in wonder 

quite; 

Cast my eye up to the sky, and tall as Trinity's 

moniHuent, 

I saw the kitchen chimney smoke, as black as night. 

People toiHng, roasting, filing, bless us such a 

• rookery. 
They'd soup and fisB, and fowl and flesh, andj^iblo's 

tavern cookeiy ; 
Then the noise of men and boys ! a din to rival hell's 

hubbub> 
i thought the crew n^tere devils all, the master Cap- 
tain Beelzebub. 

Oh ! what a row, &c. 

Wife to me says — says she, "now*s your time to 
pj^ a bit, 
The dflmer's serving up below — and yi^e must fly." 
Says I, " my dear, I'm veiy queer, I'm gohjg to be 
sii:k a bit, 
Pm 8eiz*d with an^ all-over-ness, I ^unft, I die ! 
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I cannot eat, I lothe my meat, I feel my atomaca 

fidKngme; 
49teward haien, bring a baain ; what th« deuce is 

ailing me] 
if it*8 bandy, get aome brandy!' — the. malady to 

quendi enable, 
Down I lay, for half a day — ^in pickle quite unitten- 

tMNuble. 

Oh ! what a row, dec. 

As to dinner, Fm a sinner if I touch'd a bit of it ; 
But anchor cast, and home at last, Fm safe once 

more, 
Id the packet such a racket ! crowding to get quit 

of it; 
Like cattle from a coaster, we were haul'd on the 

shore— 
With " how d'ye do 1" and " how are you 1 I see 

you're better physically ;" 
** 2iOunds be still, Fm very ill, you're always talking 

quizzically; 
Some with glee may go to sea, but I shall not be 

willing, sir, * 

For such a day agun to pay^ just two pounds fifteen 

shillings, sir." 

Oh ! what a row, dec 

WUen lovely IVoiuaii. 

When lovely woman stoops to folly. 
And finds, too late, that men betray. 

What charm can soothe her melancholy t 
What art can wash her g^t away 1 

The only way her guilt to cover. 
To hide her shame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover. 
And wring his bosom, is — to die. 

10* H 
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Ori&e HFmsmnir Dajr. 

The 'Hkj with douds was oYercast, 

The rain began to fall, * 
My wife she biit the children, 

And raised m pretty squall : 
She bade me, with a scolding lode, 

To get out of the way ; 
The deMl a bit of comfort's there, 

All on a washing day. 
For it's thump, thump, scold^ scold, 

Thump, thump away. 
The de'il a bit of comfort's there, 

AU on a washing day. 

My Kate she is a bonny wife, 
* There's none so free from e'il, 

Except upon a washing day. 
And then she is the de'il : 
The very kittens on the hearth, 

They will not even play — 
Away they ^mp, with many a thump, 
AU on a wadiing day. 

For it's thump, thump, Ac 

A fiiend of mine once asked me, 

How long Kate had been dead, 
Liunenting the good creature, 

And sorry I was wed 
To such a scolding vixen. 

Whilst he had been at sea. 
The truth it was, he chanc'd to come 

Upon a washing day. 

When 'twas thump, thump, &€• 

I asked him to come and dine— 
Come, come, says I, odds buds, 

ril no denial take ! you shall, 
THbugh Kate is in the suds : 
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But what he had to dine upon. 

In faith I shall not say ; 
But m wager he'll not come again 

Upon a washing day. 

For it's thump, thump, die. 

On the sad morning when I rise, 

I make a fervent ]»rayer, . 
Up to the gods, that it miy be 

Throughout the day quite fur : 
That not a gown or handkerchief 

May in the ditch be laid ; 
Oh ! diould it happen so, egad, 

Fd catch a broken head. 

For it's thump, thiunp, &c 

Cc»me to me when Sveningr flings. ^ 

Composed for the " American Minstrel." 
Come to me when evening ilings 
Her shadows o'er Night's dusky wings : 
Ere yet the moon, from eastern skies, 

Full-orb'd, on plain and apland beameth. 
And stars, like fairy visicms rise, 

And througU the depths of ether streameth. 

Come to me then — it is the hour, 
When Love exerts his mystic power ; 
Then, yielding beauty loves to hear, 

Whil6 night conceals her joyous bludiing, 
Tales not meet for maiden's ear. 

From passion's lips like sjHring-tides gushing. 

Come to me then, when ev'ning flings 
Her shadows o'er earth's &irest things ; 
When sadly sweet, from distant grove. 

Is heard the night-bird's plaintive numbers, 
And all around, beneath, above. 

Seems hush'd as infants' dreamltss slumbers. 
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T^e Brae* of Bal^uliiU&er. 

Alk~"The three Caria o* Buohauan.** 
Ij6t US go, lassie, go 

To the bnss of Balqahither, 
Where the blae-berries grow 

'Mang bonnie H^hland heavier; 
Where the deer and the rae, 

LighHy bounding together, 
Bgofi the lang summer day 

On the braes of Balquuther. 

I will twuie thee a bow'r, 

By the clear siller fountain, 
And 1*11 cover it o'er 

Wi* the flow'rs o* the mountain. 
# . I will range through the wilds,. 

And the deep glens sae dreary. 
And return wi* their spoils 

To the bower o* my dearie. 

When the rude wintry wind 

Idly raipes round our dwelling. 
And the roar of the linn 

On the night breeze is swelling, 
So merrily we'll sing 

As the storm rattles o*er us. 
Till the dear sheeling ring 

Wi' the light lilting chorus. 

Now the summer is in prime 

•Wi* the flow'rs richly blooming. 
And the wild mountain thyme, 

A' the moorland perfuming ! 
To our dear native scenes 

Let us journey together, • 
Where ^ad innocence reigns 

'Mang the braes of Balquhither. 
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The D*wnlftiU mt Idte. 

Ilk the downhill of life when I find Fm dedming^ 

May my fote no lees fortunate be, 
Than a snug elbow-chair can afibrd for recJhring^ 

And a cot that overlooks the wide sea ; 
With an ambling pad pony to pace o'er the lawn. 

While I carol away idle sonow; 
And blithe as the lariL that each day hails the dawn. 

Look forward with hope for to-morsow. 

With a porch at my door both for shelter and shade tooy 

As the sunshine or rain may prevail. 
And a small spot of ground for the use of the spade too. 

With a barA for the use of the flail'; 
A cow for my dairy, a dog for my game, 

And a purse when my friend wants to bcMrrow; 
rd envy no nabob his riches or fame, ^ 

Or the honors that wait him to-morrow. 



From the bleak northern blast, may my cot be < 
pletcly 

SecurM by a neighboring hill. 
And at night may repose steal on me more sweety, 

By the soqnd of a murmuring rill. 
And while peace and plenty I find at my board. 

With a heart 6roe horn sickness and sorrow. 
With my friends will I share what to-day may afibn]» 

And let them spread the table to-morrow. 

And when I at last must throw off this frail coverings 

Which Fve worn for years three score and ten ; 
On the brink of the grave Til not seek to keep hovering 

Nor my thread wish to spin o'er again ; 
But my face in &e glass I'll serenely survey. 

And with smiles count each wrinkle and furrow ; 
And this worn-out old stufl^which is threadbare to-day, 

Mfty become everlasting to-morrow. 
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Oil I Hifsli the Skif t SigU. 

Oh ! hush the soft sigh, maid, and diy the sweet tear. 
To this hosom thy image shall ever be dear :^ 
Of hope's pictured scenes how the colors decay, 
And lovd*s fairy season as soon melts away ! 

When its balm breathing dew I delighted to sip. 
Did I think a farewell would escape from that lip 1 
By honor commanded though far I should roam, 
The loadstone of love will attract me to home. 

At noon wh^n the rose's warm blush thou shalt sec, 
Oh ! think of the wreaths thou hast woven for me ! 
At night when the moon in mild splendor shall move. 
Oh ! view that fair planet, and think how I love. 

^ Hvelccn's "ao-w^erm 

Oh weep for the hour. 

When to Eveleen's bower 
The lord of the valley with false vows came ; 

The moon hid her light 

From the heavens that night. 
And wept behind the clouds o'er the maiden's shame. 

The clouds past soon 

From the chaste cold moon, 
And heaven smifd again with her vestal flame ; 

But none will see the day 

When the clouds shall pass away. 
Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen's ^me. 

The white miow lay 

On the narrow path-way 
Where the lord of the valley crosa'd over the moor; 

And many a deep print 

On the white snow's tint, 
8how'd the track of his footstep to Eveleen's door. 
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The next son's ray ' 

Soon melted away 
Ev'iy trace on the path where the false lord came ; 

But there's a Hght above 

Which alone can remove 
That stain upon the snow of fiur Eveleen's iaine. 

Tbe IVomtded Hussar* 

Alone to the banks of the dark-rolling Danube 

Fair Adelaide hied when the battle was o'er : 
Oh whither, she cried, hast thou wandered, my lover ; 

Or where dost thou welter, and bleed on the shore 1 
What voice do I hear 1 'twas my Heniy that sigh'd ! 

All mournful she hasten'd, nor wander'd she &r, 
Whtp bleeding, and. low, on the heath she descried. 

By the light of the moon, her poor wounded 
Hussar ! ♦ 

From his bosom that hcav'd, the last torrent was 
streaming. 

And pale was his visage deep mark'd with a scar ; 
And dim was that eye, once expressively beaming. 

That melted in love, and that kindled in war ! 
How smit was poor Adelaide's heart at the sight ! 

How bitter she wept o'er the victini^of war; 
Hast thou come, my fond love, this last sorrowful night, 

To cheer the lone heart of your wounded Hussar 1 

Thou shalt live, she replied, heaven's mercy, relieving 

Each angui^ng wound, shall forbid me to mourn ! 
Ah, no ! the last pang in my b98om is heaving ; 

No light of the morn shall to Henry return ! 
Thou charmer of life, ever tender and true ! 

Ye babes of my love that await me afar ! 
His faltering tongue scarce could murmur adieu, 

When he sunk in her arms, the poor wounded 
Hussar! 



120 AMERICAN MINSTKEL* 

Tlie Fmnner. 

Come, each jovial fellow who loves to be melkyw^ 

Attend unto me and sit easy ; . 
One jorum and quiet, we quickly will try it, 

Dull thinking will make a man crazy ; 
For here I am king, we'll drink, laugh and sing^ 

Let no one appear as a stranger ; 
But show me the ass, that refuses his glass. 

And I'll order him hay in the mangen 

By ploughing and sowing, by reaping and mowings 
Kind nature supplies me with plenty j 

I've a cellar well stor'd, and a plentiful board, 
And my cupboard affords eve^y dainty ; 

Ihaveall Udngs in season,both woodcock and phea^nt*. 
« Besides, I'm a squire of decorum : 

At my cabin's far end, I've a bed for a friend, 
A dean fire-side and a jorum» 

Were it not for seeding, yoH'd have but poor feedings 

You'd surely be starving without me ; 
Fm always content, when I've paid all my rcnt» 

And I'm happy when fidends are about me ; 
Draw close to my table, Vm ^uiving and able^ 

Let's not tiave a woid of complaining ; 
For the jingling of glasses all music silrpasses— 

I love to see bottles a draining. 

Let the mighty and grcnt^ioU m splendour and state ^ 

I envy them not,J declare it ; 
I eat my own lamb, my chicken and ham, 

I shear my own fleece, and I wear it ; 
I've lands and I've bowers, I've fields and I've flowera^ 

The lark is my daily alarmer ; 
So ye jolly boys now who delight in the plough. 

Let's drink long life and success to the farmer. 



AHEBICAN MUCmiSL. 



121 



Swiss B^y* 




boy. Take thy pail and to labor a • way t ^ 



a 



^^^ 



lE^ 



The siin 



f 



«]» with mi 



D.e. 




T3m klne are throogiof to the stream. D.C. 



Am not I, am not I, say, a meny Swiss boy. 
When I hie to the mountains, away 1 
For there a shepherd maiden dear. 



Awuts my song with listening ear, 
* Am not I, ( 



&C. 



Then at night! then at night — Oh! a griy Swiss boy? 

Fm away to my comrades, away ? 

The cup we fill — the wine is passed 

In friendship round, until at last, 

With good night! and good mght ! goes the happy 

Swiss boy 
To his home and his slombers, away. 
11 
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The Beacon^ or lii^lit-House, 

The scene was more beautiful far to my ey^ 

Than if day in its pride had arrayM it, 
The land breeze blew mild, and the azure arch*d sky 

Look'd pure as the spirit that made it. 
The murmur rose soft as I silently gaz'd 

On the shadowy w?ves* playful motion. 
From the dim distant isle, till the beacon-fire blaz'd 

Like a star in tbe midst of the ocean. 

No longer the joy of the sailor boy's breast, 

Was heard in his wildly breath'd numbers^ ; 
The sea-bird bad flown to her wave-girdled nest, 

The fisherman sunk to his slumbecs; 
One moment I look'd fi-om the hill*8 gentle slope, 

(All hush'd~was the billows* commotion) 
And thought that the beacon looked lovely as hope. 

The star of life's, tremulaus ocean. 

The time is long past, and the scene is afar ; 

Yet, when my head rests* on its pillow. 
Will memory sometimes rekindle the star 

That blazed on the breast of the billow. 
In life's closing hour, when the trembling soul flies. 

And death stills the hearf s last emotion, 
O ! then may the seraph of mercy arise 

Like a star oa eternity's ocean I 

Plato. 

Says Plato, why should man be vain, 

Since ^unteous heaven hath made him great 1 
Why look with insolent disdaift. 

On those undeek'd with wealth or state 1 
Can splendid robes, or beds of down. 

Or costly gems that deck the fair, 
Can all the glories of a crown. 

Give health, or ease the brow of care ! 
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The 0cepter*d king, the burdien'd slave. 

The humble and the haughty die ; 
The rich, the poor, the base, the brave. 

In dust without distinction He. 
Go search the tombs where monarchs rest. 

Who once the. greatest titles bore ; 
The wealth and glory they possessed. 

And aU their honors are no mvnre. 

80 glides die meteor through the sky. 

And spreads along a gilded train — 
But, when its shortpliv'd beauties die. 

Dissolves to common air again. 
So 'tis with us, my jovial souls : * 

Let friendship reign while here we stay : 
Let's crown our joys wi^ flowing t^wls. 

When Jove us calls, we must obey. 

A Canadian Boat Sonip. 

Faintly as tolls the evening chime, 
Our voices keep tune, and our oars keep time. 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 
We'll sing at St. Ann's our parting hymn : 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast. 
The rapids are near and the daylight's past . 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl 1 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl ; 
But when the wind blows off the shore. 
Oh, sweetly well rest our weary oar. 

Blow, breezes, blow, &c. 

Utawas tide ! this trembling moon 
Shall see us float over thy surges soon. 
Saint of this green Isle ! hear our prayer, 
Onmt us cool heavens and favoring air ! 

^lowj breezes^ blow, dbc. 
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Friendship to every willing mfind. 
Opens & heavenly treasure : 

There may the sons of sotroW find. 
Sources of resd pleasure. 

See what employment men pursue. 

Then you. will own my woids are true; 

Friendship alone unfolds to view,. 
Sources of real pleasure. 

Poor are the joys which fools esteem^ 

Fading and transitory ; 
Mirth is as fleeting as a dream. 

Or a delusive story ; 
Luxury leaves a sting behin\ 
Wounding the hody and the mind ; 
Only in friendship can we find 

Pleasure and solid glory. 

Beauty, with all its gaudy dbiows, 

Is but a painted bubble ; 
Short is the triumph wit bestows. 

Full of deceit and trouble. 
Fame, like a shadow, flies away ; 
Titles and dignities decay ; 
Nothing but friendship can display 

Joys that are free from troubie^. 

lieaming (that boasting, glittering thing) 
Scarcely is worth possessing-; 

Riches, for ever on the wing, 
Cannot be call'd a blessing. 

Sensual pleasures swell desire. 

Just as the friel feeds the fire, 

Friendship can real bliss inspire^ 
^liss that is worth possessing^ 
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Happy the man who has a friend, 

Fonn*d hy the God of hature ; 
Well may- he fieel and recommend 

Friendahip for his Oteator. 
Then as oar halids in friendahip join, 
80 let our social powers combine, 
ftul'd by a passion most divine. 

Friendship with our Creator. 



irtlUe 1»rew9« m Peck m/* ]II«at* 

O Willie brew'd a peck o' mant 

And Rob and Allan cam to see ; 
Three blither hearts, that lee-lang night, 
Ye wad m find in Christendie. 
We are na fou, we're na that foo, 

But just a ^ppie in our e'e : 
The cock may craw, the day may daw, 
And ay we'll taste the barley bree. 

Here ^re we met, three merry boys. 
Three merry boys I trow are we ; 

And mony a night we've merry been, 
And mony mae we hope to be ! 
We are na fon, &c. 

It is &e moon, I ken her horn, 
That's blinkin' in the lift sae hie ; 

8he shines sae bright to wyle us hame. 
Bat by my sooth she'll wait a wee ! 
We are na fou, &c. 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa, 

A cuckold, coward loun is he ! 
Wha first b^de his chair shall fa*. 

He is the king amang us three ! 
We are na fou, ice 
11* 
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Vly Emmet's no more. 

Defpair in her wild eye, a daughter of Erin* 
Appeared on the cUfiEs of the bleak rocky shore; 

Loose in the wind flowed her dark streaming ringlets^ 
And heedless she gaz*d on the dread surge's roar. 

Loud rang her harp in wild tones of despairing ; 

The time pass'd away with the present comparing. 

And in soul-thrilling strains deeper sorrow declaring^ 
She sang Erin's woes and her Emmet no more. 

O, Erin my country, your glory's departed; 

For tyrants and traitors have stabb'd thy heart's core ; 
Thy daughters have laved in the streams of affliction. 

Thy patriots have fled, or lie stretch'd in their gore. 
Ruthless ruffians now prowl diro' thy hamlets forssdien. 
From pale hungry orphans their last morsel have taken; 
The screams of thy females no pity awaken. 

Alas ! my .poor country, your Emmet's no jnore. 

Brave was his spirit, yet mild as the Brahmin, 
His heart bled in anguish the wrongs of the poor ; 

To relieve their hard sufferings hebrav'd every danger. 
The vengeance of tyrants undauntedly bore. 

E'en before him the proud titled villains in power 

Were seen, though in ermine, in terror to cower ; 

But alas ! he is gone— he has fellen a young flower. 
They have murdered my Emmet, niy Enunet's no 
more. « 

Tbe Soldier's Bride* 

The moon was beaming silver bright. 
The eye no cloud could view ; 

* Danf hter of Mr. Curran, tbe celahrated Irish orator, to 
whom. It WM lappoaed, Mr. Bobert Emmet waj engaged to 
b«mwri«d. 
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Her lover's step in silent night, 
Well pleasM, the damsel knew, 
At midnight hour, 
Beneath the tower, 
He murmurM soft, " Oh, nothing fearing. 

With your own true Soldier fly. 
And his faithful heart he cheering ; 
List ! dear, 'tb I ; 
List ! list, list, love ; list ! dear, 'tis I ; 
With thine own true Soldier fly." 

Then whispcr'd Love, " Oh, maiden fidr, 

Ere morning sheds its ray. 

Thy lover calls ; — all peril dare. 

And haste to horse away ! 

In time of need. 

Yon gallant steed, 

That champs the rein, delay reproving. 

Shall each peril bear thee by. 
With his master's charmer roving ; 
List ! dear, 'tis I ; 
List ! list, list, love ; list ! dear, 'tis I ; 
With thine own true Soldier fly." 

And now the gallant Soldier's Bride, 

She's fled her home afar. 
And chance, or joy, tr wo betide. 
She'll brave with him the war ! 
And bless the hour. 
When 'neath the tower, 
He whisper'd soft, *< Oh, nothmg fearing, 

With thine own true soldier fly, 
And his faithful heart be cheering : 
List ! dear, 'tis I ; 
List I list, listy love ; list ! dear, 'tis I ; 
With thine t>wn true Soldier fly." 
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Slue says uUe lo'es nae best of «>• 

8ae flaxen were hei nngieto 

Her eyebrows ot a darker boe, 
B^itchingly o'erarcbing , 

Twa laugbing een o' bonnie blue. 
Her smiling sae wyling. 

Wad mi^e a wretch forget bis wo ; 
What pleasure, what tfeasure, 

Unto these rosy lips to grow : 
8ach was my CUoris' bonnie face, 

When first her bonnie face I saw ; . 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm, 

She says she lo'es me best of a\ 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ancle is a spy, 
Betraying fair proportion. 

Wad make a saint forgel the sky. 
Sae warming, sae charming, 

Her faultless form and gracefu* air ; 
nk feature — auld nature 

Declared that she could do nae marr : 
Hers are the willing chains o' love. 

By conquering beauty's sovereign law, 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm, 

She says she lo*es me best of a*. 

Let others low the city. 

And gaudy show at sunny noon ; 
Gie me the ionely valley. 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and streaming, 

Her silver light the boughs amang ; 
While falling, recalling 

The amorous thrush concludes his sang : 
There, dearest Chloris, wiUthou rove 

By wimpling burn and leafy shaw, 
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And hear my vows o' truth and lov6, 
And say tiiou lowest me best of a'. 

€roos-keen Ijai^ini, 

Let the fanner praise his grounds. 
As the huntlnnan does his hounds, 

And the shepherd his sweet-scented lawn, 
While I more blest than they, 
Spend each happy night and day, 

With my smiling little Croos-keen lawn, lawn^awn. 

Oh, my smiling Uttle Croos-keen lawn. 
Leante ruma Croos-keen 
Sleante gar ma voor meh neen 
Agus gramachree ma cooleen ban, ban, ban, 
Agiis gramachree ma cooleen ban* 
In court with manly grace, 
Should Sir Toby plade his case, 

And the merits of his cause make known. 
Without his cheerful glass, 
He'd be stupid as an ass, 

So he takes a little croos-keen lawn. 
Leante ruma, 6cc 
Then fill your glasses high. 
Let's not part with lips so dry, 

Though the lark should proclaim it is dawn, 
But if we can't remain. 
May we shortly meet again. 

To fill another Croos-keen lawn. 
Leante ruma, &c. 
And when grim death appears. 
After few but happy years. 

And tells me my glass it is run, 
m say, begone you slave. 
For g;reat Bacchus gives nje lav* 

Just to fill another Coosrjc^en lawn. 

S 
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^ Tbe Glasses SpajrkJIe on the BoardU 

The glasses sparkle on the board, 

The wine is ruby bright, 
The reign of pleasure is restor*d, 

Of ease and gay delight; 
The day is gone, the night's our own. 

Then let us feast the soul. 
If any pain or care remain, 

Why drown it in the bowl. 
Why drown it in the bowl ; 

If any pain or care remain, 
Why drown it in the bowl. 

This world, they say's a world of wo. 

But that I do deny ; 
Can sorrow from the goblet flow. 

Or pain jfrom beauty's eye 1 
The wise are fools, with all their rules. 

When they would joy control; 
If life's a pain, I say again, 

Let's drown it in the bowl. 

The time flies fast, the poet sings. 

Then surely it is wise, 
In rosy wine to dip his wings, . 

And seize him as he flies ; 
This night is ours, then ^trew with flowers 

The moments as they roll. 
If any pain or care remain, 

Why drown it in the bowL 

BHnk to me onlr with tbine Eyes, 

Brink to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine ; 

Or leave a kish but in the cup. 
And I'U not looV; fbt^'me. 
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The tiunt that from my •ool doth rise 

Doth ask a diink divine ; 
But might I of Jove's nectar sip, 

I would not change for thine. \ 

I lent thee late a rosy wreath, 

Not so much honoring thee. 
As giving it a hope, that there 

It would not witbtr'd be. 

But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent it back to me ; 
Since thai it grows, and looks, and smelb, 

Not of itself, but thee. 



Sbe -vrallKS in Beauty* 

G(he walks in beauty like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skien ; 

And all that's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her e^^ ; 

Thus mellow'd to that tender light 
Which Heaven to gaudy day denies. 

One shade the more, one ray the less 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 

Which waves in every raven tress. 
Or softly lightens o'er her face ; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure — ^how dear the dwelling place. 

And on that cheek and o'er that brow 

So soft;, so calm, yet eloquent, 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow. 

But tell of days in goodness spent, 
A mind at peace with all below, 

A heart whose love is innocent 



T0 mtLTt in Hewren. 

- Thoa lingering star, witlileae'ning raj, 
That lov'st to greet the early mom, 
A^ain thou ushei^st in the day. 
My Mary fiom my bovQ was torn. 

O Mary4 dear departed aluide ! 

Where is thy j^ace of blissful rest t • ^ 
See'st thou thy lover Iftwly J^ ? 

Hear*st thou the groans that t^d his breast 1 

That sacred hour can I forget, 

Can I forget the hciUow'd grove, 
Where by the wihding Ajnr we met, 

To live one day in parting love ! 

Eternity will not ^ce 

Those records dear of transports past ; 
'Thy image at our last embrace ! 

Ah ! little thought we 'twais our laeA ! 

Ayr gurgling kiss'4 his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung vrith wild woods, thickening greoi ; 

The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 
Twined amorous round the raptur'd scene. 

The floweis sprang wanton to be prest, 
The birds sang love on every spray. 

Till too, too soon the glowing west 
Proclaimed the i^ieed of winged day. 

Still o*er these scenes my mem'ry wakes, 
And fondly broods with miser care ; 

Time but the impression deeper makei. 
As streams their channel^ deeper wear. 

My Mary, dear disparted shade ! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest 1 
8ee*st thou thy lover lowly laid 1 

Hear'st thou the groans that raid hkhleast 1 



This world n all a fleeting Aow, 

For man'f illvuioa giren ; 
The imiles of Joy, the lean of Wo, 
Deceitful ahme, deceitful flow^ 

There's nothing true but Heaven! 

^d dine the fight on Gloiy'a plume, 

As fiiding huMof <«ven ; 
. And Love» and Hope, and Beauty*»%looin» 
" Aie blftesoms gathered for the tomb— 

There's nothing bright but Heaven ! 

Poor wanderers of a atorwtj day, 

From wave to wave we've driven ; 

And Fancy's flash, and Reason's ray, 

(Serve but to4ight the troubled way — 

Tttsre's nothing calm but Heaven I 

Love's blind, thfty say — 
Oh ! never, nay, 
Can words Love's grace impait 1 
The &ncy, weak. 
The tongue may speak. 
But eyes alone the heart : 
In one soft Mk what language lies ; 
O I yes, believe me, love hae eyes 

Love's vnng'd, tH^ cry— 
O ! never I — 
N«— pinions love io soar; 
Dec^vers rove, ' 
But never Love, 
• Attach'd he movei no more : 
Can he have vdngs who never flies t 
And yes, believe me, Love has eyes. 
13 
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- - ■ ,- ■ ■-- ■II 

Ke-vr-Orleans, or tbe Sons •! tlie ITeat* 

Brave 80X18 of ^e West, your deeds of renown 

Unfold a new scene for the world to admire ; 
Yonr valor unrivall'd, all Europe will crown, 

Aa ft subject for praise and n theme for the Ijrre ; 
You've einnobled the waters on which you were bom, 

Mississippi emerges resplendent in stoiy— 
"Mid the scenes that with triumph our country adom. 

New Orleans arises unequall d in g^oiy. 

• 
Brave sons of the West, the blood in your veins^ 

At danger's approach, waited not for persuadera ; 
You msh'd from your mountains, your hills and 
your plains, 

And followed your streams to repel the invaders. 
You came, you encountered, you oonquer^d the host 

That Britain had dar'd to debark on ydur shores ; 
IVew Orleans for ever your valor Jmll boast. 

And Mississippi mumrur your praise as it poms. 

Proud ladders of Britain your fortune behold ! 

Embarked in '^ a secret and grand expedition," 
Yon saird to gain triumph, and eke to get gold f 

You landed — march'd forward — and met yonr 
perdition ! 
The plain of New Orleans, ensanguined and red 

With Britain's best blood, afl^rds illustration 
How many fine colunms to conquest were led ! 

How few have returned from the ** grand demon- 
stration !" 

At a pouit so remote, you hoped k^surfnise. 
And find a rich city devoid of ^)tection ; 

You knew not what fidthful and %ilant eyes 
Were watching your movements in every direction : 

With the eye of an eagle when guarding his nest, 
MoKBOB saw their &v'rite New Orleans in dsnger. 
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And sent to brave Jackson the sons of the West, 
To welcome and hury the bones of the stranger. 

Brave sons of the West, all Europe vdll praise 

The promptness with which you performed yon? 
Commission ; 
The world will admit that your conduct displays 

A zeal to move on with a " great expedition ;** 
E'en Wellington's duke, who in France and in Spain 

Oft saciificed legions of Buonaparte's mailyrs, 
Will swear, when he hears that his generals are slain. 

Our Western backwoodsmen are certainly Tartart* 

Tlie Dyingr Soldier to blA Siroril* 

Friend in the battle day, 

My father's sword and mine, 
I cast thee now away 

For ever thee resign. 
The bitter conflict's past^^ 

This palsied arm doth shrink, 
Life's tide is ebbing fast, 
My spirits fade and sink. 
Yet, ere I breathe my last adieu, 
I turn to thee, companion true ; 
And for the aid thou didst afibrd, 
I thank thee well, my own good* sword 1 

Tho' dimm'd thy once bright blade. 

With foemen's blood imbu'd, » 
Thy strength is undecay'd. 

Thy courage unsubdu'd. 
When r am dead and gone, 

Thou'lt gleam again on high, 
Some hand will bear thee on 

To deeds of victory. 

Yet, ere I breathe, dec 
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ITo beave bo* 

My name d*ye see's Tom Toug^, Fve seen a Iktle 

seryice 
Where mighty billows roll and loud tempests blow ; 
I have sail'd with valiant Howe, IVe sail'd with no- 
ble Jervis, 
And in gallant Duncan's fleet Fve sung out 70 
heave ho ! 

Yet more shall ye be knowing, 
I was cockswain to Boscawen, 
And even with brave Hawke I've nobly &oed the foe. 
Then put rotmd the grog, 
80 we've that and our prog. 
Well laugh in care's face, and sing yo heave ho. 

When from my love to part I first weigh'd anchor. 
And she was snivelling seen on the beach below, 
I'd like to cotch my eyes snivelling too, d'ye see to 

thank her. 
But I brought my sorrows up with a yo heave ho ; 

For sailors though they have their jokes^ 

They love and feel fike other folks. 
Their duty to neglect must not come for to go ; 

So I seiz'd the capstan bar. 

Like a true honest tar. 
And in spite of tears and sighs sung yo heave ho. 

But the worst on't was that time, when the little 

ones were sickly. 
And if they'd live or die, the doctor did not know ; 
The word was gov'd to weigh so sudden and so 

quickly, 
I thought my heart would break as I sung yo heave how 
For Poll's just like her mother ; 
And as for Jack, her brother. 
The boy when \ke grows uj;, will nobly fight the Ibe ; 
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But in Providence I trust, 
What must be, must, < 
80 my nghs I gave the winds, and sung out 70 
heave ho. . 

And now at last, laid up in a deoentish condition, 
For Fve only lost an eye and got a timber toe ; 
But old ships must expect in time to be out of com- 
mission, 
Nor again the anchor weigh with a yo heave ho. 

80 I smoke my pipe and sing old songs, 
For my boy shall revenge my wrongs. 
And my girl shall breed young sailors nobly flat to 
fiice the foe. 

Then to countofy and king, 

Fate no danger can bring. 

While the tars of old England sing out yo heave ho. 

Ah no! 0eareat, no! 

It is not where bright eyes are brightest. 

Nor sweetest music wakes the tongue. 
Nor where the bounding step is lightest, 

A thousand gay compeers among. 
Tis not where b^ms ^e loveliest beauty 

That round the heart a spell can throw. 
Aught can of mine defeat the duty, , 

No, dearest, no ! ah no ! dearest, no ! 

It is not where the diamond trembles, 

Beneath tHe proudly glittering dome. 
Where pleasure all her train assembles. 

And seeks the heart in vain a home, 
A smile, a power, can e'er be given. 

That worship'd charm to overthrow 
That sheds o'er thee, a grace oi heaven. 

No, dearest, no ! ah no 1 dearest, ^o ! 

18» 
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Nofv fVestlin VTliads and SlanylifilBS' 
Onus. 

Now westUn winds and slaughtering guns, 

Bring autumn's pleasant weather ; 
The moor-cock springs on whirring wings, 

.A^ong the blooming heather ; 
Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain. 

Delights the weary farmer ; 
And the moon shin^ bright when I roTe at night. 

To muse upon my charmer. 

The partridge loves the firuitlul fells, 

The plover loves the mountains ; 
The woodcock haunts th^ lonely dells. 

The soaring hem the fountains ; 
Thro* lofty groves the cushat rOves, 

The path of man to shun it ; 
The hazel-bujsh overhangs the thrush, 

The spreading thorn the linnet 

Thus, ev'ry kind their ple^ure find, 

The savage and the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagues combine, 

Some solitary wander ; 
Avaunt, away ! the cruel sway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
The sportsman's joy, the murd'ring cry. 

The flutt'ring, goiy pinion! 

But Peggy dear, the evening's clear, 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view, 

All &ding green and yellow. 
Come let us stray our gladsome way. 

And view the charms of nature ; 
The rustttng com, the firuited thom. 

And every happy creature. 



We'll gentfy walk, and sweelly talk 

Till the silent nioon shines cleariy ; 
rU gnuqp thy waist, and, fondly prost, 

Swear^ how I love thee dearly ! 
Not vernal showers to budding flow*!*, 

Not auturiin to the farmer, 
So^ear can be, as thou to ,me. 

My foir, my lovely channer ! 

Come, take tUe Sarp* 

t)ome, take the harp— 'tis vain to muse 
Upon the gathering ills we see ! 

Oh t take hwrp, and let me lose, 
All thoughts of ill in hearing thee ! 

Sing to me, love ! though death were near* 
• Thy song could make my soul forget — 
Nay, nay, in pity dry that tear. 
All may be well, be happy yet ! 

Let me but see that snowy arm 
Once more upon the dear harp lie, 

And I will cease to dream of harm, 
Will smile at fate when thou art nigfa ! 

Give me that strain, oi moumful touch. 
We used to love, long, long ago, 

Before our hearts had known as much 
As now, alas ! they bleed to know ! 

Sweet notes ! they tell of former peace, 
Of all that look'd so rapturous then, ' 

Now withered, lost— oh ! pray thee < 
I cannot bear those sounds again ! 

Art thou, too, wretched 1 yes, thou art; 

I see thy tears flow fast with niii|e — 
Come, come to this devoted heart,' ^ 

Tis bresJpng, but it still is thine ! 
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When William Tell was doom'd to die, 

Or hit the maik upon his infant's head— 
The bell toll'd out, the hour was nigh, 

And aoldiera march'd with grief and dread ! 
The warrior came serene and mild, 

Gaz'd all around with dauntless lo(^ 
Till his fond boy unconscious smil'd ; 

Then nature and the &ther spoke. 
And now, eadi valiant Swiss his grief partakes^ 
For they dgh. 
And wildly cry. 
Poor William Tell ! once hero of the lakes. 

But soon is heard the muffled drum. 

And straight the -pointed arrow flies ; 
The trembling boy expects his doom. 

All, all shriek out^<< he dies! he dies r 
When lo ! the lofty trumpet sounds ! 

The mark is hit ! the child ia free ! 
Into his £ftther's arms he bounds. 

Inspired by love and liberty ! 
And now each valiant Swiss their joy paitakee. 
For mountains ring. 
Whilst they sing, 
Live William Telll the hero of the hkes. 

FareTvell to I^ocliaber. * 

Farewell to Lochaber, and fiirewell my Jeai^ 
Wheie heaitsome widi thee I ha'e mony days been ; 
For Lodiaber no more, Lochaber no more. 
Well may-be return to Lochaber no more. 
These tears that I abed they are a' ibr my dear> 
And no for tl|p dangers attending on weir ; 
Tho' bom«%n rough seas to a &r bloody aban, 
May4>e to retora to Lodiaber no mssBtk 
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Tho^ hmricanef riie^ and nuM er'rj wiikl, 
Thflj^l ne'er make a tempest like that in my mind ; 
Tho' loutet of thmider on louder waves roar. 
That's naething Uke leaving my love on the shore. 
To leave thee behind me my heart is.sair pained ; 
Bat by ease that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd. 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave ; 
And I maun deserve it before I can crave. 

Then gloiy, my Jeany, mann plead my excuse, 
Since honor commands me, how can I refuse ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And losing thy favor I'd better not be. 
I gae then, my laqs, to win glory and fiune ; 
Ajnd if I riiould chanee to come glorioiudy hame, 
rn bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 



Go, mjr IiOT«« 

A RoQckh— Af suDf by Min Ksllt. 

Go, my love ! nor believe that yow Claribel's heart. 

For a moment will ask you to stay ; 
When the stern voice of honor commands us to pa^. 

When by duty you're summon'd away. 

Tet that fond anxious feelings my bosom assail. 

The throbs of that bosom declare ; 
Tho' no^ars for your honor or courage prevail, 

Yet fears for your safety are there. 

Go, my love ! though my heart may beat-quick. 

When I hear of the dangers and heat of the fight ;' 
Tet. believe me, each pulse &al no^yi^ters with 

Soon, will duuDge to the throb of delig^ 



I -WBM tlte Boy for Beivltcl^liiflr teiii, 

I was the boy. for bewitching 'em, . 

WhetEer good-humor'd or coy, 
All died when I was beseeching 'em, 

" Do what you will with me, joy." 
" Daughters be cautious and steady,*' 

Mammies would cry out of fear, 
" Won't you. take care' now of Teddy 1 

Oh ! he's the devil, my dear !" 
For I was the boy for bewitching 'em, dec 

FroiA every quarterl gather'd 'em. 

Very few rivals had I ; .. 
If I found any, I lather'd 'em, 

That made !em plaguily shy. 
Pat Mooney my Shelah once meeting, 

I twigg'd him beginning his clack ; 
Says he, " at my heart I've a beating :" 

Bays I, ** then take one at your back. " 
For I am the boy for bewitching 'em, &c. 

Many a lass that would fly away, 

When other wooers but spoke, 
Once if I look'd her a die-away, 

There was an end of the joke. 
Beauties, no matter how cruel. 

Hundreds of lads tho' they cross'd. 
When I came nigh to them, jewel. 

Melted like mud in a frost. 
For I was the boy for bewitching 'em, dec 

Blne>eyed Mary* 

Come, ten me, blue-ey'd stranger, 
SaVf -whither dost thpu roam 1 

O'eMhis wide world a ranger. 
Hast thou no friends or Bome ? 



r 
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ITiw call'd me bluesy 'd Maiy, 

When friends and fortune smil'd ; 
But ah ! how forttlnes vary, 
• I now Fm sorrow's child. 

Come here, I'll buy thy flowAB, 

And ease thy hapless lot, 
Still wet with waning showers, 

I'll buy, forget me not 

Kind sir, then take these posies, 

They're fading like my youth. 
But never, like these roses, * 

Shall wither Mary's truth. 

Look up, thou poor forsaken, 

I'll give thee house and home. 
And if I'm not mistaken. 

Though never wish to roam. 

Onee more Fm happy Mary, 

Once more has fortune smil'd ; 
Who ne'er from virtue vary, 

May yet be fortune's child. 

TlEere's a Bliss. 

There's a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told, 
"When two, that are link'd in one heavenly tie, 

With heart never changing, and brow never cold. 
Love on through all ills, and love on till they die ! 

One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 

Whole ag«s of heartless and wandering blisg ; 

And oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 
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Oltl ant I tl&en Remembered* 

Oh am I then reoMinber'd still t 

Remember'd too by thee ! 
Or am I quite forgot by one 

Whom I no more shall see t 
¥et say not so, for that would add 

Fiiish anguish to my lot. . 
I dare not hope to be recall'd — . 

Yet would not be forgpt 

Had they who parted us but known 

How hearts like ours can feel, 
They would have spared us both a pang 

B&jrohd their power to heal. 
I know not if thy heart retains 

Its wonted warmth or not : 
Though Fm forbid to think of thee— 

Thou'lt never be forgot. 

May'st thou enjoy that peace of mind 

Which I can never kiiow; 
If that's denied, my prayer shall be, 

That I may share thy wo. 
Where'er thou art, my every wish 

Will linger o*er that spot ; 
My every thought will be of thee, 

Though Jk may be forgot. 

If we should meet in after years, 

Thou'lt find that I am changed : 
My eyes grown dim, my cheek grown |pdfl^ 

But not my faith estranged. 
From memory's page the hand ff death 

Alone thy name shall blot ; 
Foiget, forsake me, if thou wilt — 

Thou'lt never be foxgot^ 
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<Hi, come ^vrltlt me. 

Am ■nog by Mr. Sinclair. 

Oh, come w^th me, Fll row thee o'er 

Yon blue and peaceful sea ; 
And while I geMIy ply the oar. 

Renew my vows to thee ; 
m bid thee gaze beneath thee. 

On each reflected star ; 
Then think my soul reflects diee 

As true, but brighter far, 

Then come with me, &jc 

O ! could I count the stars above 

The wild waves* ceaseless swell. 
My deep, my pure, my boundless love 

1^ thee I could not tell. 
As soon the stars may cease to rise, 

The waves forget to flow, 
£re my fond heart forget its sighs, 

And cease to love thee— ^no !' 

Then come with me, &c 

I saixr from, tbe Beacli* 

AiB-^Mis8 Molly. 
I saw flrom the beach, when the morning was shi 
, nin#, 

A bark'o'er the waters move gloriously on ; 
I came when the sun o'er that beach was decU* 
- " ning,— 

The bark was still there, but the waters were gone ! 
Ah ! sueh is the fate of our life's early promise, 

So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known r 
Each wave that we danc'd on at morning ebbs 
^om us. 
And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone ! 
13 . K 



Ne'er tell me of g^ries serenely adpnung 

The dose o^T our day, the calm eve of ma ni^ ; 

Gife me back, give me back, the wild freahneas of 

Morning, 

Eer douda and her tears axe worth ETening's 

beat lights 

Oh, who wookl not welcome that momenf s Tetonir 

ing) 
When passion first wak*d a new life throos^ his 

frame ; 
llnd his soul, Hke the wood, that gtows precious in 

burning, 
Gave out all its sweets to love's ex^iiiate flame. 

O ma.-w ye tlte Ijas« tvV tlte iMnmie 
Blue Een* 

Af naag by Mr. Sinclaix. 

O saw ye the lass wi' the bonnie blue een t 
Her smile is the sweetest that ever was seen, 
Her cheek like the rose is, but fresher, I ween ; 
She's the loveliest lassie that trips on the green. 
The home of my love is below in the valley. 
Where wild flowers welcome the wandering bee ; 
But the sweetest of flowers in that spot that is seen. 
Is the maid that I love, wi' the bonnie blue een. 
4 O saw ye the la8s,.dcc. 

When night overshadows her cot in the gl^n. 
She'll steal out to meet her lov'd Donald again ; 
And when the moon shines on the vall^ so green, 
ni wefcome the lass wi' the bonnie blue een. 
As the dove that has wandered away from his nest, . 
Setoms to the mate his fond heart loves the best, 
rU fly from the world's frdse and vanishing scene, 
1V> iDj dear one, the lass wi' the bonnie blue een. 
O saw. ye the lass, dbc 






OMie, WL^9t in tiftis ] 

Come, rest in tbis bosom, my own stricken deer I 
Though the herd have fled uom thee, Ihj home is 
stiH here ; 
' Here still iaibe smile that no dond can o'ercast, 
And the heart and the hand all thy own to the last! * 

Oh ! what was loye made for, if 'tis not tke same ' ^ 

Thro' joy apd thro' torments, thro' glorj and shame t 

I knew not, I ask not, if gniH's in that heart, 

I hit know ^at I loye thee, whateyertheu art ! ] 

Thou hast call'd me thy angel, in moments of bliss ; ^ 

StUI thy angd Wl be, 'mid the horors of this ; 
Thro' the fmrnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue, 
And shield thee, and saye thee, or periieli there too. 

Oft in tMe atilly If iffl&t. 

Oft in the stiHy night, \ 

Ere slumber's <£ain has bound me. 
Fond memoiy brings. the light 
Of other days around me ; 
The smiles, the tears of boyhood's hears, 

The woida of loye then spok^i. 
The eyes that shone, now dimm'd and gone, ^J 

The cheerful hearts new broken ! 
Thus in the stilly night, dec 

Wh^i I remember all 

The friends so link'd together, \ 

Fye seen around me fell, j 

Like leaves in winter weather, * 

I feel like one who treads ak>ne ! 

Some banquet hall deserted. 
Whose lights are fled, whose garland's dead, . | 

And all but he departed. | 

Urns in the stilly night, A^ 
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JKjr MmA is upon tite deefk, TLo-wem 

JHy bark ia upon ther deep, -love, 
My comrades im|>atient call, ' 

Awake, while the feiries sleep, love. 
Awake thee ! more bright than all. 
Awake Tawake ! R(^alia.dear, awake. 

The sun n^ay dry« up the tear, love, 
That hangs on the drooping flpwer. 

But cold will its rays appear, love, 
Away from my lady's bower. 
But cold, &c - 

Awake I for yon splashing opr, love, 
Its diamonds now throws to light, 

ifVpd £iint from the distant shore, love» 
My summons comes 6ver the night. 
And fiiint, &c. 

I go— but ere yonder star, love, 
Shall set in the mighty sea. 
Thy Carlos shall seek the war,, love. 
To gather its wreaths for thee. 

Farewell ! farewell ! farewell ! 
Rosalia, love; farewell ! 

Tltis L.ife is allXIi^ckcr^a. 

Air— The Bunch, of green Rushos. 

This life is all checkered with pleasures and woe«, 

That chase one another like waves of the deep , 
Each IhIIow, as brightly or darkly it ^ows. 

Reflecting our eyes as they sparkle or wee|). 
80 closely our whims on our miseries tread. 

That the laugh is called up ere the tear can be 
dried; 
And as fast as the rain-drop of pity is shed. 

The goose plumage of folly can turn it aside. -• 
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Bttt pledge me the cup, if exiitence would cloy, 
Math hearts- ever happj and heads erer mm. 
Be ours the light grief that is sister to joy, 
And the short brilliai^ lolly, that flashes and dies. 
« 
Whffli Hylas was sent with his urn to the fi>unt, 
Thro' fields full of sunshine, with heart foil of 
play, 
Light rambled the boy oyer meadow and mount, 

And neglected his task for the flowers on the way. 
Thus some who, like me, riiould have drawn, and 
have tasted 
That fountain that runs by philosophy's shrine, 
Their time with the flowera on the maigin have 
wasted. 
And left their light urns all as empty as mine. 
But pledge me the goblet — ^while idleness weaves 

Her flow'rets together, if wisdom can see 
One bright drop at two, that has &ll'n on the leaves 
• From her fountain divine, 'tis suflkient for me. 

Honi soft qmi knal-y pense. 

Honi soit qui mal y pense, 

English knights Uieir motto bear, ^ 

Candor claims the same pretence. 

For our France, and for our &ir; 
Then wherefore frown and look severely 1 

Chase thy sullens, dismal swain. 
List the speech that flows sincerely. 

List and trust, then smile again. 
How ! still that frown of awful sense t 
Ah ! honi soit qui 'mal y pense, 
Hqni soit qui mal y pense ; 

English knights their motto bear. 
Candor claims the same pretence. 

For our France, 6nd for our &ir. 
13* > 
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htm, when thriii'd in nobler naturae^ 

Scorns with doubts to Am its raj, 
Bhmes reveai'd m all our features, 

Clear and open as the day ; 
Nay, prythee tiien, your fears b^guiling^ 

Smooth the horrors of that fece ; 
Turn this way, and simp'iing, smiling, 

Strive to win a lady's grace. 
How ! still that frown of awful sense 1 
Ah ! honi soit qui mal y pense, 

Honi soit qui, dec. 

I love my Jean* 

Af lung by Mr. Sinclaw. 

Of a' the airs the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west, 
For there the bonnie lassie lives. 

The lassie I lo*e best : 
Tliere wild-woods grow, and riven flow. 

And mony a hill between ; 
But day and night my fency's flight 

Is ever wi* my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair ; 
I hear her in the tunefu' birds, 

I hear her charm the air ; 
There's not a bonnie flower that spiinga 

By fountain, shaw, or green, 
There's not a bonnie bird that sings. 

But minds me o' my Jean. 

• O blaw, ye westim winds, blaw sail . 

ABMCng the leafy trees ; 
Wi' gentle breath frae muir an' dale 
Bnng hame Ihe laden bees : 

\ 
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And bring the laeriebadL^ me, .^ 

Thaffl aje Me neat*an' clean ; 
Ae blink o' her would baniih caie^ 

See chttrming is my Jean. 

I aee her in the glaaay atream I 

Thai winda along the 'vale, 
I hear her in aweet iecho'a voice 

That diea along the gale ; 
ril love her while a vital spaik 

Shall shed its latest gleam. 
Gay nature's charms would soon depart 

If ^twere na for my Jean« 

Ol&I naerrjr ro^ir tlte Bonnie Baric 

Oh ! merry row ! Oh ! merry row, 

The bonnie, bonnie bark ! 
Bring badL my love to calm my tro. 

Before the night grows daric 
My Donald wears a bonnet blue, 
A i>onnet blue, a bonnet blue, 
A snow white rose upon it too ; 

A highland lad is he. ^ 

Then meny row, Oh ! meny row. 

The bonnie, bonnie bark; 
Oh ! merry row the bonnie, bonnie hA ; 
And bring him safe to me ! 

As to the pebbly beach I stray'd, ' 

Where rocks and shoals prevul, 
I thus overheard a lowland maid, 

Her absent love bewail. 
A storm arose— the waves ran high, 

The waves ran hi^^ the waves ran M|^» 
And dark and murky was the id[y ; 

The wind did loudly loar. 
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But they«ieriy row'd the bonnie baA, 
The bonnie baric, tbe bonnie bark. 

They meny loVd die bonnie, bonnie buk» 
And brought her lo^ on shore. 

THe Bural Clown* 

]^w happy lives the rural Clown, 
That's fiir renMv'd from noise of town. 
Contemns the glories of a crown. 

And in his safe retreat 
He's pleased in his low degree. 
He's rich in decent poverty ; 
From strife, from care, from businew freeL 

At once, both good and great. 

No drums disturb his morning sleep^ ^ 
He fears no dangers from the deep, 
No noisy laws, or courts can keep 

Vexation on his mind» 

No trumpets rouse him to the war. 

No hopes can bribe, no threats caA dai^ 

From states' intrigues he holds afar. 

And liveth unconfined. 

Now by some purling stream he lies, 
And angles with his hook and flies. 
Amidst those sylvan scenes he tries 

His spirits to regale ; 
^en from some rock, or height, he views 
Bm fleecy flock and teeming cows. 
Then tunes his reed, invokes his muse 

That waits his humble call. 

•fcP^^ ^^^'^ some shady myrtle grove, 
4|lA. iaithful scene of rural love. 

And warbling birds on bloomincr bowhs. 
- Afford a fresh delight-. 
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ThetaO! how pleasant is4his life, 
BlessM with a diaste and loving wife, 
And children prattling, free from strife. 
Around his fire-aide. at night 

. Friend of 1117 Soul. 

By T. Moosx. 
Friend of my soul, this goblet sip, 

'Twill chase the pensive tear ; 
'Tis not so sweet-as woman's lip, 
But, oh ! His more sincere : 

Like her dehisive beam 
'Twill steal away thy mind ; 
But like affection's dream, 
It leaves no sting behind. 

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to «had«, 

These flowers were culled at noon ; 
Like woman's love, the rose will fede. 
But, ah ! not half so soon ! 

But, though the flower's decayed. 
Its fragrance is notjO^i^ 
But once when lof^HKayed, 
The heart can blooiJt Qiore. 

Oil I say not Pleasure iiraits "(iMB^Love. 

AiR^" Banks and braes of bonnie Doon." 
Oh! say not pleasure waits on luvi^, ^ 

The foremost of her varied train; r^ 

Oh ! say not that 'tis sweet to h\c — 

I love, and yet feel nought but pAia^ 
Yet still XU. love, what'er betide, 

And if a single joy there be, 

•Tis fondly cherished in the pride, ^ 

The grateful pride of loving thee. 
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THe WLmme of Allandalv 

The mom was fair, the skies were civ 

No hreath came o'er the sea, 
When Mary left her highland cot, 

And wander'd forth with me : 
Tho' flowers deck'd the mountain's sidi 

And fragrance fill'd the vale, 
By far the sweetest flower there, 

Was the Rose of AUandale. 

Where'er I wander'd, east or wort, • 

Tfao' fate began to lower, 
A solace still was she to me, 

In sorrow's lonely hour : 
When tempests lash'd our gallant bark, /^ / 

And rent her shivering sail, ) ; j 

One maiden form withstood the storm, W 

'Twas the Rose of Allandale. ' I 
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And when my fever'd lips were parch'd. 

On Afric's burning sand, 
8hc whi^pcrM hopes of happiness, 

An^L^Du of distant land ; 
My IfiSfei been a wilderness, 
» UJ!i1]8K by t'orhme's gale, 
Hail fali^tlqt liiikM my lot to hers. 

The Toac of Allandale. 



A^k'u I iiJicu I my natiTe shore 

FadpE o\'r iJie waters blue ; 
The ni^^ht w iud^ sigh, the breakeis row, 

And jihrie](3 the wiM s^*mew. 
Yon Ann that ^ts upon the sea, 

Wc follow in his flight; 
Fawjwejl, ttwliile, to him and thee, 

My nati^o knd| good nifht! 
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With thae, my bark, Fli •wiftlr go, 

Athwart the foaming brine ; 
Nor heed what land tfiou bear'st me to, 

So not Again to mine. . 
Wekome, welcome, ye dark-bine mLfm, 

And, when je fidl n^ ng^t. 
Welcome ye deserts and ye cavea^ 

Mj natiye land, good night ! 

Oh ! yirbat can compare to the htttHOm't bold 
pleaaare! 
For whom is the goblet ae rich and so free ? 
To rise from the grass at the horn's cheering meanne^ 

Aqd Mow the stag thro* the forest and lea. 
Oh ! these are enjoyments that lighten and cheer us, 
fiSiye strength to the frame, and delight to the sool : 
When rocks with their echoes, and forests are near ns. 
More free sounds the pledge from the full-flowing 
bowL- 
Yo ho ! tral, I4, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 
When rocks wiUi their echoes, md Ibrests aie 

near us. 
More free sounds the {dedge^am the ftdl-flowingbowl. 
Yo ho ! tral, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, li^ la. 

Diana at night shines brilliantly o'er us. 

And aids us with coolness and shadows by day. 
To chase the grim wolf from his coverts befiMe ui^ 

And bring the wild boar in his ftuy to bay. 
Oh I these are enjoyments that lighten and cheer us, 

Give strength to the frame, and delight to the soul:* 
When rocks with their edioes, and forests al^ near us. 

More free sounds the pledge from the full-flowing 
bowl 

Yoho!tral,la,4cc 
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I9A nftonim tMe Hopes tMmt leaw mfe 

Air— "The Row Tree,^ 

. rd mourn the hopes that leave m^. 

If thy sinires had left mfe too : 
Fd weep when friends deceive me, 

Hadst th(fti been like them antrae. 
But while Fve thee before me, 

With heart so warm, and eyes so biig^ 
No clouds^can linger o'er me. 

That smile turns them all to light. 

Tis not in fete to harm me, 

While fete leaves thy love to me ; . 
lis not in joy to charm me, . 

Unless joy be shar*d with thee. 
One minute's dream about thee 

Were worth a long and endless year 
Of waking bliss without thee, 

My own love, my only dear ! 

And though the hope be gone, I0V9, . 

That long sparkled o*er our way, * 
Oh! we shall journey on, love> 

More safely without its ray. 
Far better lighte shall win me, 

Along the pifti I've yet to roam. 
The mind that bums within me. 

And pure smiles^ from thee at home. 

JThus, when the lamp thatlighted 

The traveler at first goes ou^ ^ 
He feels awhile benighted. 

And looks around in fear and doubt ; 
But soon the prospect clearing. 

By ploudless star-light on he treads, 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 

As that light which heaven sheds ! 
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The Pilot. 

^ *Ob, Pflot ! 'tis a fearful -nigHt, . 
TheroiB danger, on the deep, 
Til come and pace the deck with thee, 

r do not dare to sleep. 
Go down ! the sailor cried, ^o down. 

This b no place for thee ;■ 
Fear not ! but trust in Providence, 
, Wherever tliou may'st be. 

Ah ! pilot, dangers often mef^ 

We all are apt to slight. 
And thou hast known these raging waves, 

But to subdue their might. 
It is not apathy, he criedj 

That gives this strength to me : 
Fear not ! but trust in Providence, 

Wherever thou may'st be. 

On such a night the sea engulph'd 

l(f y Father's lifeless form ; 
My only brother's boat went down 

in just so wild a storm ; 
And such, perhaps, may by my fate,— 

But still I say to thee. 
Fear not ! but trust in Providence, 

Wherever thou may'st be. 

^ ^Ulaiian namsay-, 

"As sung by Mrs. Knight. 

I am Mai%m Bamsay, from Scotland t come — 
AU adown the green vale, where the violets axe 

. longing. 
And lauch I should grieve from dear Scotland to party 
Bat Fm come to the south, sir, to get a s^reetheart. 
With my &^ la, la, la, whilo the birds are a singing. 

14 
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They nj, that my relaii<Hi is % mighly odd man. 
All away from the dale where the 'violeta are^jnl]]^ 
ing. ' '"'^ ^ 

Tia you, sir, Fm snie, for the tnith%) reveal^ 
As we say in the north, you're a comical chieL 
With my fid, la, Ac 

80 get me a sweetheart, and bid me good bye. 
All away to the dale where the violets are springing 
If the bonnie lad's willing, I'm now in jny piimey 
And sore 'tis a pity to lose any time. 

With my fel, la, &c 

Away, my bom^dlngr Steed, awayl 

Away,^,mv bocmding steed, away, 

I ride for princely halls ; 
Ay, paw the ground and proudly neigh. 

The tourney trumpet calls. . 

Nay spur and speed, thou gallant kmght^ 

Or lose the meed of fiune ; 
Vouch in the lists thy lady's right. 

And conquer in her name. 

The challenge breath'd, I cast my glove; 

All rivals thus I dare ; 
In arms FU prove my lady-love 

The fidiest of the fidr. 

Now poise the temper'd laiic« ^ high — 

It shivers on my shield— 
Then forth two flashing rapiers Hj^ 

And skill decides the fit L J . 

The joust is done, the prize is won, 4 
And meny is the victor^s eye j 

Pass wine-cups round, while dariona wund 
The joys of love and duvatiy. 
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TMe Ka#»r SwiM ]B«r9 

Cone of«r the mbnntauis, my bonny Swim Im7> 
And haste to thy^ lalwi away. 

Come over, dtc 

And haste, dec.; ' 
The son now showa his rosy beams. 
The flocks are hasting tp the streams, 

ComeLOTcr, dec. 

And haste, dec. 

Yoa will find me, you'll find me ahiq^ Swiss boy. 
As I trip o*er the hills, &r away. 

You will find, dec 

As I trip, dec 
And while I watch my flocks and herds, 
And listen to th$ warbling Uids, 

Too wiH find, dec 

As I trip, dec 

A Soldier's Gratitude, 

Whatever my &te, where'er I roam, 

By sorrow still oppress'd, 
111 ne'er forget the peacefiil home 

That gave the wanderer rest 
Then ever rove lifers sunny banks. 

By sweetest floVrete strew'd ; 
StUl may you claim a soldier's thanks, 

A soldier's gratitude 

The tender sigh, the balmy tear. 

That meek-eyed jaty gave, 

"^My last expiring hour stiutil dieer, 

N And bless the wanderer's grave. 

Then ever lOve, dec 
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W 1V"e Met* 

We met ! 'twas in a crowdy^^and I though^ he would 

shun me; 
He came ! I could not breathe, for his eye was upon 

me ! 
He spoke ! his words were> eold, and his smile was 

unaltered; ■ * . 

I knew how mudi he felt, for his dee^oned voice 

faltered, 
I wore my bridal robe, and I rivalled. its whiteness ; 
Bright gems were fn my hair,. how I bated their 

brightness ! 
He call'd me by my name, as the bride of another ; 
Oh ! thou hast been the cause of this anguish-^my 

mother ! v 

And once again we met, and a fair gurt was near him ; 
He smil'd and whispeVd low, as I once used to hear 

him; 
She leant upon his arm — once 'tws^s mine and mine 

only ! ■ 

I wept ! — for I deserved to feel wretched and lonely. 
And she will be his bride ! at the altar he'll give her 
The love that was too pure for a heartless deceiver. 
The world may think me gay, for my feelings I 

smother; * 

Oh ! thou hast been the cause of this anguish — my J/ 

mothct! 

Xl&e Secret of SingringTy 

By B. CORNWABL. 

Lady, sing no more ! 

Science all is vain. 
Till the heart be touched, lady, 

And give forth its pain. 
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Tifl a hidden ^nre, 

CheruhM near the sun, 
O'e^ whoae witching wire, hdy, 

Faiiy fingeiB run. 

Pity eomes in tean, 

From her home above, 
Hope, and aohietimee feun, lady. 

And the wizard, — ^Love ! 

Each doth aeareh the heart, 

To its utmost springs. 
And when thcsy depart, lady. 

Then the Spirit sings ! 



Prar, G«ody, 

Ai cttDf by Mr. S[ifCX.Aim. 

Piay, Goody, please to moderate the rancw of your 

tongae. 
Why flash tiiose sparks of f uiy from yoor eyes t 
Remember, when &.e judgement's WMk, the prejudioa 
isstrong, 
A stranger why will yon despLse t 
Ply me, try me. 
Prove, ere jrou deny me. 
If yon cast me offyoii blast me, never move toiiisl 
Pray, Goody, 4cc» 

Be aftine, dear ffltald, 

Ai sniif by Mr. SiNCLAxm. 

Be mine, dear maid, this fidthfiil heait 

Can never prove untrue ; 
^Twere easier &r with life to part. 
Than cease to live §ar jovu . 
H* L 



m AXBBIOAIC WOfBTV&f. 

Sty soul, gone fdrUi fronn this lone breast* 

Lives only, love, inihine ; 
There is its holy home of rest, 
Its dear, its chosen shrine. 
Then turn thee not awiay, my dear. 

Oh, turn thee not away, love; 
Tot by the light of .truth I swdar, 
To love thee night and day, Jove. 

Tis riot mine eye thy beauty loves,' 

Mine ear thy tuneful voice; 
But 'tis my heart thy heart approves, 

A life-enduring choice. 
The lark shall first forget te sing. 

When mom unfolds the east, 
Ere I by diange or coldness wring 

Thy fond confiding breast. 

Then turn, &c 

liOTe from tbe Seart. 

/' AsBung by Madame Vestris. 

Yes, I win leave my father's halls 

To roam along with thee ; 
Adieu, adieu, my native walls, 

To other scenes I flee. 
Yes we will seek the silent glade, 

When we have stray'4 afar, 
And you shall play, my dearest maid. 

Songs on your light guitar. 

Love, gentle love, shall be oui guide 

To a fiir distant land, 
And whether bliss or wo betide, 

This heart you shall command. 
ru tell you tales of olden years — 

Of hapless love or war ; 
Bat fihould they cause you pearly tpan, 

Then strike the light guitar. ' 
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Wofdt by Sir W. Scott— Muic by Dr. Cla&xs. 

O Brigpal feaaka «re wild and fidr. 

And Oreta woods are green, 
Aiidy^ii may gather garlanda tliere^ 

Woald grace a s&mioei queen. 
And as I rode by DattoQ-haU, 

BenMt^the tonreC high, 
A nuddai on the castle wdl 

Was sing^ig merrily, — , 

Brignal banks are fresh and fiiir, 
And Gfeta woods are green ; 

Fd radier rove with Edmund there. 
Than reign our Bngiish queen. 

If, maiden, thou wouldst wend widi me^ 

To leave both tower and town. 
Thou first must gness what life lead we, 

That dwell by dale and down. 
And if thou canst that riddle read, 

A9 read full well you may, 
TThdn to the greenwood shalt thou speed 

As blithe as queen of. May. 
Tet sung she, Brignal banks are fair. 

And Grreta woods are green ; 
Td rather rove with Edmund there, 

Than reign our English queen, 

1 read you, by your bugle horn, 

And by your palfrey good, 
I read you for a ranger sworn, 

To keep the king's green wood. 
A lAmger, lady, winds his horn, 

And ^tis at peep oi light ; 
His blast is heard at merry mora. 

And sune at dead of mgfat 



Yet Bimg'iket Brigml biuibi in nir», ' 
And Greta woods «re gay ; 

I would I were with Edmupd tiiere. 
To T^gn his queen of Mty ! 

Wbh bmmih'd brand «nd mndLetooi^ 

So gallantfy J^iu conie» 
I read jcou Ibr » bold dragoon. 

Thai tists the tnck of draoi. 
I tiat no qiOTe the tuck of drain* 

Nd more the trulnpet bear ; 
llat when the beetle aoondf his .hum. 

My oomrades take the qpear. 
And O, thoagh Brignal banks be fidr. 

And Greta woods be gay« 
Tet mickle most the maiden dare, 

Wpnkl rdgn my queen of May ! 

Maiden ! a nameless life I lead, . 
li A nameless death I'll die ; 

^ The fiend, whose lantern lights the 

Were better mate than I ! 
And when I'm with my comrades met, 

Beneath the greenwood Iwugh, 
What onoe we were we all finrget. 

Nor think what we are now. 
Yet Brignal banks are fresh and fia^ 

And Greta woods are green ; 
And you may gather garlands there, 
p* . Would grace a summer queen . 



^^fllte neTer blamed liiiit, neTer. 

Btie never blam*d him, never, 
But received him when he came^ 

With a welcome kind as ever. 
And she tried to kMk the same f 
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Bot foaly did die I 

For wtene'erdie'd trj to «mM^ 
A taw, unbiddeii, trembled 

In her btue eye en the wliil^ 

8be Inew thet.ahe wkdjingy 

And Abe dreaded not her dooniy- 
8)ie never thouglit of lighing 

0*er her beeaty'e Uighted Uoom I 
8lie kneiir her che«& wee altered. 

And die knew her eye ^res diniy* 
But her eweet Toioe only ^ter*d» 

When die ipoke of kidng hinu 

Tie true, fliat he had Inr^d her 

From theiele where die'wae bom; 
Tie true, he had inured her, 

To the cold world's cruel acorn : 
But yet she never blam'd him, 

Fnr the anguidi she had known. 
And though she seldom named hiin, 

Tet she thought of him alone. 

She aigh'd when he careet'd her. 

For she knew that they must part, 
Sbe spoke not, when he prees'd her 

To hu young and panting heart I 
The banners, wav'd around her. 

And she heard the bugle'sjMund ; 
They pass'd— end strangers found her 

CoU, and lifeless on the ground ! ^ 

Tlie I^ily •! Fimace* 

Let the banner d France be nniiiil'd, 
Fair and bright as the fi>rehead of dt J, 

The' defiance it bitde to the world, 

Her knighthood would gpring to the fray I 
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Idl» ihdt fiKin tfie crow^ow lb«t bo»db^ 
Spaeds eidi jootfa, gilly eooAiiif hk kaec^ 

Aii4 through legioDs one war ci[j foMondi^ 
< I fii^ fiv te lily of France V 

My fiddi proudly Tondi'd by n^ blood 

Let Cue ebike me young on any bier, 
Fd smile upon fife's ebUng flood, 

J£ enflc^'d bat by woman's food tear. 
Fonn of bean^, beam thou o'er my aide^ 

And ]k«tfa shoold like triomi^ adYance, 
Oh, gloiy ! Ob, aouP^eering pride — 

<I die for the% of France !' 

While the hunter o'er the mountain, at daybreak is 



By tiie wiki riQy founta^i, the diamob deseriea , 
Through the mist of the moming, his haUoo ro- 
sounding, 
Eveiy fear ndbly scorning, still onward he flies, 
li^^ien the hunter o'er the mountain. 

At daybreak is bounding, - 
By the wild rilly fountain, 
Tbe chamois descries, the chamois, dec 

He tracks in ihe snow print, the flight of the now 
ger! 

He Inrushes the dew-tint, where cataracts foam ; 
Tlie hunter pursuing, sunnounts eveiy danger. 

The swift chase renewing, till nis^t calls hfaii 



When the hunter o'er the mountain^ 

At daybreak is bounding. 
In search of thechadioia, 

Unwearied he flies, unwearied he fliea. 
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From the toBs of the cha^ the bold hunter retamingy 

With joy views his cot in the valley below. 
When the hunter o'er the mountain, firom the chafe 
is returning. 
To his cot near the fountain, with rapture he flies. 
Then content in' his cottage, 

While gentiy reposing. 
From woman's bright smile 

Meets a sweet welcome home, a sweet, dec 

Fly to tb.e DeserC. 

Fly to the desert, fly with me, 
Our Arab tents are rude for thee ; 
But Oh! the choice what heart can doubty 
Of tents with love, or thrones without! 

Our rocks arfi rough, but smiling there 
Th' acacia waves her yellow hair, 
Lonely and sweet,' nor loved the less 
For flowering in a wilderness. 

Our sands are bare, but down their slope 
TljLe silveiy •footed tintelope 
As gracefully and gaily springs 
As o'er the marble courts of kings. 

Then come — ^thy Arab maid will be 
The lov'd and lone acacia tree, 
The antelope, whose feet shall bless 
With their light sound thy loneliness. 

Oh! there are looks and tones that dart 
An instant sunshine through the heart. 
As if the soul that minute caught 
Some treasure it through li& had sought; 

As if the very lips and eyes 
Predestined to have all our sighs. 
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And never be forgot agMii* 
Spukled and iqp^e befpre us then ! 

go came thy erery glance and tone. 
When firat on me they breathed and dione ; 
New as if brought hom. other ajfJiera^ 
Yet weloonie as if lev*d lor yean I 

mien fly with me^-4f thon hast known 
No other flan^, nor ialsely thrown 
A gem away which thou hast sworn, 
Bhoold ever in thy heart be worn. 

Come, if the love ^on hast for me 
Is pore and fresh as nunefi>r thee. 
Fresh as the fountain under ground. 
When first 'tis by tiie lapwing fiyund.* 

But if for me tium dost forsake 
Some other maid, and rudely break 
Her worshippM image from its base 
To give to me the ruin*d place ; 

Then &re thee well — Td rather make 
My bower upon some icy lake, 
l^en thawing suns begin to shine,' 
Than trust to love so frdse as thinei 

The Raisinir* 

Come muster, my lads, yonr mechanical tools. 
Your saws and your axes, your hammers and rules 
Brmg your mallets and planes, your level and line. 
And plenty erf pins of American pine : 

For our roof we wiU raise, and our songstiU shall bi^ 
A governmen t firm, and our citizens free. 



Come, lip witl^tlie plalei, lay Uiem firm Oil die wai^ 
Like the peoide at large^-thi^re tlie ground-weik of 

aU; 
Examine tiiem wdl,.aiid see Ihat they're ■(Mmdy 
Let no rotten parts in oar building be found; 
For our roof we win raiae,andoiir eong still ahaflbfl^ 
Oor government firm an^ oar citizens finee. 

Now hand, ap the giideni, lay eadi in his place. 
Between them the joists most divide all tiM space $ 
Like a8sembly-men> these should fie lerd dong^ 
Like gird^rsy oar senate prove loyal and strong :- 
For oar roof we will raise, and our song still shall be^ 
A government firm, over citizens firee. 

The rafters now frame, your king-posts and biaoes^ 
And drive your pins home to keep all in their pboee ; 
Let wisdom and strength in the fiibric combine^ 
And yoar inns be all made of AmeHcan pine : 
For the roof we will raise, and our song still shall be^ 
A government firm, over dtizms fiee. 



Our king-posts are judges — now upright they i 
Supporting the braces, the laws of ^ land ; 
The laws of the land which £vide right firont wnmgy 
And strengthen tiie weak, by weakening tiie strong : 
For our roof we williiaise, and our song still shall be. 
Laws equal and just for a people diat*s finee. 

Lo ! up with the rafters-^-each firame is a state ! 

How noble they rise ! their span too how great! 

From the north to the soudi, o'er the whole ihey 
extend. 

And rest on the walls, while the wdls they defend ; 
For our roof we will raise, and our song stin shall be^ 
Combined in strength, yet as citizens finee. 

No«r enter the purlins, and drive yoar pins thro^. 
And see diat your j<niits axe drawn hooiey and att true ; 
16 
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The pariins will bind all the rafters tege&er) 
The wttengdir of the whole ahall defy wind and wea« 
ther; 

For our roof we "mSi raise, and our song^still shall be, 

United as States, but as citizens firee. . 

Come, raise up the turret, our gloiy and pride : 
In the centre it stahds, o'er the whole to preside * 
The sons of Columbia shall view with delight 
Its {Hilars and arches, and towering height : 
Oar roof is now raised, and our song still shall be, 
A federal Head, o'er a people still fiee. 

Huzza ! my brave boys, our work is complete. 
The world shall admire Columbia's fiiir seat : 
Its strength against tempest and time shall be proo^ 
And thousands shall come to dwell under our Koo£ 
While we drain the deep bowl our toast still shall be^ 
Our government firm, and our dUzens firee. 

V ^Ifte TFatclmiaii. 

Crood night, .good night, my dearest. 

How &st the moments fly ; 
'TIS time to part, thou hearest 

That hateful watchman's cry, 
« Past twelve o'clock !"— good night ! 

Yet stay a moment longer — 

Alas ! why is it so ? — 
The wish to stay grows stronger, 

The moro 'tis time to go. 
** Past one o'clock !"— good night ! 

Now wrap thy cloak about thee : — 

The hours must sare go wrong, 
For when they're past without tliee, 

They're, oh ! ten times as long. 
** Past two o'clock !"--good night ! 



Wl 



Agiin tiiat dreadfiil wttnhif I 

Had ever time ■odi fligkt 1 
And lee the Ay, — 'lis morning — 

So now, indeed, good nigfa^! 
« Past three o'clock !''— good night 

O tliis U wf nty aim Iiatite. 

O tiliBis no my ain laaaie, 
Fair tho' the lassie be ; 

weel ken I my ain lassie. 
Kind love is in her e'e. ^ 

1 see a form, I see a &ce, 

Te weel may wi*^ the fiiirest place. 

It wants to me the witching grace. 

The kind lov6 thaf s in her e'e. 



O this is no my ain 1 

Fair tho' the lassie be : 
O weel ken I my ain lasne. 

Kind love is in her e'e. 
She's bonny, blooming, straight and tall. 
And iang haa had my heart in thraO, 
And ay it charms my very sotl. 

The kind love thars in her e'e. 



O this is no my ain 1 

• Fair tho' the lassie be ; 
O weel ken I my ain lassie, 

Kind love is in her e'e. 
A thief sae canning is my Jean, 
To steal a blink by a' unseen ; 
But gleg as light are lovers' e'en, 

y^en kind love is in t^ e'e. 

O Ihis is no my ain lassie. 
Fair tho' the lassie be; 

Q weel ken I my ain lasrie, 
J&nd love is in her e'e^ 



It may escape the learned deiks; * 

But weel the watdung lover mailDi 

Tliekiiid lore thitt'a into e^e. 

AiK--Jookie Ur the Fur. 

Aiomid IIm fiill bowl let vm diamit the fweet ton- 

net, 
And draiQ the bright fl^aaa to the boi^y blue bon- 
net, 
And sweaz that a tyrant or slave ne'er shall own il^ 
While Scotland can wield the broad blade. 
Green, green growff.aold Scotia's thistle, o' ; 
Sweet, sweet blaws her soft sonnding whistle, o'; 
Love, beauty, and innocence nestle o\ 
Bilthe in her green tartan plaid. 

Her mountains well sing, where the pibrodi ia awdl- 

Where fieedom and valor have chosen their dwelling 
And many a caimey is silently telling 
Where Scotia's heroes are laid. . 

Green, green, &e. 

O sing her deep glens and the bom sweetly flowing^ 
And valleys adorn'd with the bonny white gowan. 
Where nature delighted, is gracefiyifly diowing. 
That there all her charms are dii^y'd. 

Green, green, dice. 

From scenes so endearing, tho' fortune may tear q% 
Fond hope and remembrance can still bring them near 

OS, 

Allhallow'd with gloried deeds of the heroes 
Who wielded aiiM Caledon's Made. 

Green, greeni dus. 



Tben here's to aiildSootluidy no tyxtntcoold diain 

And here's to hmbonne^tiuit ne'er wore s stain yet, 
And here's to her farsTe, who have hearts they would 
drain jei. 
To gnard the hlne bonnet an4 plaUL 

Green, green, &e. 

Itofs •< 8^ritserla»a« 

Onr cot was shelter'd by a wood. 
And near a lake's green niaigm stood ; 
A mountain bleak behind os frown'd, 
"Whose top die snow in sonuner crown'd. 
But jMstures rich and warm to boot, 
Lay ^smiling at the mountain's loot ; 
There first we froGck'd hand in hand, 
Two in&nt boys of Switie ri and. 

When scare^ly old enough to know 
The meaning of a tale of woe, 
' Twas then by mother we were told 
That &ther in his greve lay cold ; 
That liyelihoods were hard to get. 
And we too young to labor yet ; 
And tean within her ^es would stand. 
For her two boys of Switzerland. 

But soon for mother,- as we grew, 
We work'd as much as boys could do ; 
Onr daily gains Ux her we bore :-~ 
But ah! she'll ne'er receive them more. 
For long we watch'd beside her bed. 
Then sobb'd to see her lie there dead : 
And now we wander hand in hand,' 
Two orphan boys of Switieriand. 
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Tlie Fare-well* 

Oh! xemember thie lone one whose thoughts wiU oft 

trace, 
In die mirror of &ncy-, jour form and your face ; 
And, rudely between us, tho' proud waters swell. 
Still think of the one who now bids you ferewell I 
Farewell ! farewell ! 

When your hand shall be press'd by the. one yu« 

adore, 
When your mem'ry r$vi8it8 the ht ^ttant skcne, 
Where kindrad, and scienoe, and liberty dwdl. 
Then think of the one who now bids you farewell ! 
Farewell! £ureWdl! 

When the smile of affection dispels all you^ cares, 
When the one that is dearer your syinpathy shariss ; 
Tho' wrapt and enchanted in love's charming spell. 
Then think of the one who now bids you faitewell ! 
Farewell ! farew^ ! 

Tlie Uattd. of tike ThUtle. 

Aia— ** BelMve me. if aU thoae endaariof yoang ehamu.** 
Bear land of the Thistle, tho' far, &r away. 

And 'twixt us rolls widely the sea. 
Yet still, Caledonia,' wherever we stray. 
Our hearts throb with fondness for thee. 

Still dear are our hills, tho' the stormy doud loom 
All bleak o'er their snmmits of snow ; 

For oh ! they are nature's own fortress of toweii» 
To guard freedom's sons fimn the foe. 

Like pure melted diamonds thy bright bumies flow. 

All sparkling along thy green vales ; 
Where snow-crested daisies and primroses grow* 

Perfuming thy health-breathing gales. 
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I ,, : • 

The laik sweetly pouring hisiay to the mom, 
i Th0 thrush hymning soil thro* the grove ; 

* The linnet sweet warbling amid the green thorn. 

Can charm every bosom to love. 

With life's early ties, in our bosom are bound 
I These scenes deeply etch'd on its core; 

And graceful to guard them, ar6 woven around, 
J . The deeds of thy glowing claymore. 

Then here's to afdd Caledon's bri^t-gleaming blade. 

To freedom and bravery so true ; 
And hero's Urdiy light-waving gay tartan plaid, 

And « hurrah for the bonnets of blue." 



liOrve tbee, deareat. 

Love" thee, dearest, love thee, 

Yes — ^by yonder star I swear. 
Which thro* tears above thee. 
Shines so sadly fair. 

TJio' too oft drni, 
With tears like him. 
Like him my truth wiD shine ; 
And love thee, dearest, love thee ! 
Yes — till death I'm thine. 

Leave thee, dearest, leave thee ! 

No— that star is not morcrtrue ; 
When my, vows deceive thee, 
He will wander too. 

A cloud of night' 
May veil his light, 
And death shall daiken mine. 
But leave thee, dearest, leave thee ! 
No— till death I'm thine. 
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Twilifflit Dews. 

When twilight dews aie fiiUing last 

Upon the roey sea, 
I watdi that star whose beam so oft _ 

Has lighted me to thee ; 
And thou too on that orb' so dear, 

Ah ! dost thou gaze at even, 
And diink tho' lost for ever here,. 

Thou*lt yet be mine in heaven t 

There's not a garden walk I trepd. 

There's not a flower I see. 
But brings to mind some hope that's fled, 

Some joy Fve lost with thee ; 
And still I wish that hour was near, 
' "When, friends and foes forgiven, 
The pains,, the ills we've wept thro' here 

May turn to smiles in heaven ! 

T* Day, Bearest, Isonra, 

To day, dearest, is ours. 

Why should 4ove cardessly lose it 1 
This life shines or lours. 

Just as we, weak mortals, use it 
'TIS time enough, when its flowers decay. 

To think of the thorns g{ sorrow ; 
And joy, if left on the stem to-day. 

May wither before to-monrow. 

Then why,^d^arest ! so long 

Let the sweet moments fly over 1 
Tho' now, blooming and young, 

lliou hast me devoutly thy lover, 
Tet time from both in his silent lapse 

Some treasure may steal or borrow ; 
Thy charms may^bie less in Moohi perhSipi^ 

Or I 1m0 in k>ve to-monow. 
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AUee Gmy^ 

She's all my fancy painted her. 

She's lovely ! she's diTine ! 
But her heart is another's. 

She nerer can be mine ; 
Tet lov'd I, as man ne'er lov'd, 

A loTe without decay, 
Oh ! my heart is breaking 

For the love of Alice GraQr. 

Her dark brown hair is braided 

O'er a In-ow of spotless white, 
Her soft blue eye now languishes. 

Now flashes with delight 
The hair is biuded not for me, 

The eye is turned away, 
Yet my heart, my heart is breaking, 

For the love of Alice Gray. 

For her I'd climb the mountain side. 

For her Fd stem the flood — 
For her I'd dare the battle strife, 

Tho' I seal'd it with my blood. 
By night I'd watch her slumbers. 

And tend her steps by day — 
But scom'd is the heart that's breaking 

For the love of Alice Gray. 

Fve sank beneath the summer's sun, 

And trembled in the blast, 
But my pilgrimage is nearly done. 

The heavy conflict's past 
And when the green sod wraps my grave. 

May pity haply say, 
< Oh ! his heart was broken 

For the love of Alice Gra^- 

M 
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VU€ hmrjf ttmt •see titrot Tarn's ]uai«» 

Ant— Oramachree. 

The harp that onoe thro' Tara's halls, 

The soul of mHsic shed. 
Now hangs as mute on Tara's walls 

As if that soul were fled. 
80 sleeps the pride of former days, 
^ • 80 gloiy's thrill is o*er ; 

Apd hearts that once i)eat high for praise. 

Now feel that pulse no more. 

No more to chiefe and. ladies bright. 

The harp of Tara swells ; 
The chord alone, that breaks at night, 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
Thus freedom now so seldom wakes ; 

The oi^y throb she gives. 
Is when some heart indignant breaks, 

To show that still she lives. 

frake he^d ! irliUper loW. 

Behold ! how brightly breaks the morning, 
Tho' bleak our lot, our hearts are warm; 
To toil inured, all danger scorning. 

We'll hail the breeze or brave the storm. 
Pat oS, put ofl^ our course we know. 
Take heed, whisper low : 
Look out and spread your net with care ; 
Take heed, whisper low — 
The prey we seek we'll soon ensnare* 

Away ! no cloud is low'ring o'er us, 

Freely now we'll stem the wave : 
Hoist, hoist all sail, while full before us, 

Hope's beacon shines to cheer the brave. 
Put off, put oS, our, &c 
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iMile affain, my Ibomiie lAsaie. 

Smile again my bonnie laantf, 

Lassie, smile again ! 
Prithee do not frown, sweet 

For it gives me pain. 
If to love thae too sinoeii^lj 

Be a &.iAt in me, 
Thus to use me io severely 

Is not kind in thee. 

Smile again, dec 

Fare-thee-well, my bonnie 

Lassie, £ure-ye-well. 
Time will show thee, bonnie 

More than tongue can telL 
Though we're doom'd by fate to 

(And 'tis hard to part) 
Still, believe me, thou shalt ever 

Own my faithful heart 

Then, smile again, dec 

Rest! Wttrilor, r«st. 

As song by Mlsi Kxllt. 
fie comes from the wars, from the red field of fight ; 
He comes thro' the storm and the darkness of jiig^t; 
For rest and for refuge now fain to implore. 
The warrior bends low at the cottager's door. 
Pale, pale is his cheek, there's a gash on his brow. 
His locks o'er his shoulders distractedly flow. 
And the fire of his heart shoots by fits from his eye, 
Like a languishing lamp that just flashes to die. 
R^ ! warrior, rest ! 

Sunk in silence and sleep in the cottager's bed. 
Oblivion shall visit the war-weary head ; 
Perdianoe he may dream, but the vision shall tell 
Of bit lady-love's bower, and her latest ftrewelL 



Oft hk dioughtfl on the pirnons of fiincy diall roam, 
Afid in ■lumber revisit fails love and his home, 
Whoe the eyes of affection with tenderness gleam : 
Ah ! who woald awake from so blissfijl a :!dream 1 
Rest ! warrior, rest ! 

Come doini to ttte lattice* 

Come down to the lattice, 

Come dowh, love, and lista. 
When eve lights her stars 

In the purple of mist' 
My heart Uke a traveller. 

Long journeying afar, 
Looks up to &y zenith, 

Hope's beautiful star. 

I have vows for thy beBom 

To sigh unto truth, 
I have perilous taljes 

Of the bridal of yoiith. 
O come to the lattice, love, 
"* Come thee and list, 

When the stars are so bright 

In the beautiful mist. 

IPensez a ntoi, ma cliere amie t 

When sorrow clouds thy dream of mirtli. 
And promised joys fade too soon. 

When ^wors lie seentless on the earth. 
Nor hope is left to gild the gloom ; 

Then while sad thy heart may be, 

JPeruez a moi, ma chere awdc! 

yrhen mastc sheds its sweetest lay. 
When dying winds are heard at night, 

Aad ftnoy wi& some mag^c ray 

Shall aoothe the breast with visions bright ; 
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Tlien while thy heart u calm aii4 free, 
Pentezr a mot, ma ehere amie ! 

Fate may sunder ties the nearest. 
As now it tears this form from tfa^ie, 

Hearts whose love is purest, dearest^ 
Feel the hlight that's withering milke ; 

Yet still with hie 'twill cling to ttM^ 

Penaez a moi, ma cheris amie f 

But now adieu— one pevly tear 
Is stealing down thy fe^^d chedc. 

To kindred souls how sweet,, how dear. 
Expressing more than tongue can speak ! 

Pure as that tear my £uth shall be, 

Pensez a moif ma chere amie / 

Tl&e .Harper's song^. 

Summer eve is gone and past, 
Summer dew is falling fast.; 
I have wander'd all the day. 
Do not bid me farther stray ; 
Grentle hearts of gentle kin, 
Take the wandering haiper in. 

Bid not me in battle field. 
Buckler lift, or broad sword wield; 
All my strength and all my art, 
Is to touch the gentle heart, 
With the wizani notes th%t ring 
From the peaceful oiinstrel string. 

I have song of war for knight, 
Lay of love for lad^Aright ; 
Faiiy tale to lull the ear. 
Goblin grim Ae maids to scare ; 
Dark the nlg^t, and long till d»f : 
Do not bid me SuQier stnqr 



16 
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amr^ mF lieart, wIkf -vrildlF 1»eattiir, 

Say, my hetrt, why wildly beating. 

Dost thou such eoaotion prove 1 
Canst thou, when thy lover meeting, 
Fear his truth or doubt his lovel « 
No, gently no, my bosom sighs ; 
No, gently no, my heart repUes : 
Then, fond heart, l^ silent, ever 
Be thy wild emotion o'er, 
For with doubt and fearing 
Never shalt thou throb. 
No, no, no, never more, 
No, no, no, never more. 

Light of Hfe, and life's best blessing, 

Is the love that meets return ; 
Shall I, that rich boon possessing, 
E'er the matchless blessing spurn 1 
No, fondly no, my bosom sighs : 
No, gently no, my heart replies : 
Then be joy my inmate ever. 
Since each anxious dread is o'er ; . 
For with fear and doubting 
Never shall it throb. 
No, no, no, never mora, 
No, no, no, never more. 

Mf Ikeart is tblne, 

AA. not why it is I love thee. 

Why 1 — Why is heaven divine t 
I only know I cannot tell thee. 

But my hearti my heart is thine. 
Why loves the breeze at noon to ughl 

Why cease, why cease the stars to ahine 1 
I cannot wdve, I know not why* 

Bat my hecH, my heart is thine. 
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Why loves the breeze at nocm to sighl 
Why cease, vihy cease the stars to shine 7 

I (^umot solve, I kjiow not why. 
But my hearty my heart i» thhie. 

Though others smile with kindness qn me. 

This heart, this heart alone is thine. 
Its every pulse an ofi'ring to thee. 

So hallowed is its shrine. 
The sun will hold his onward course. 

Thus does my love, my love incline 
To thee, and nought on earth can force 

My heart, my heart from being thine» 

In vain thou bid'st me to forget thee, 

Death will first, will first be min^'^ 
E'ei) then my flitting soul shall bless thee, 

For my heart, iny heart is thine. 
Each thought* that haunts my fever'd brain. 

From love's first dawn is thine, is itune, 
An^ thi^ ^e latest, breathes again 

That my heart, my heart is thine. 

Tlie Sailor's Tear, 

He leap'd into his boat. 

As it lay upon the strand ; 
But oh ! bis heart was far away, 

With his fiiends upon the land $ 
He thought of those he lov'd the bes^ 

A wife and infant dear, 
And feeling filled the sailor's breast. 

The sailor's eye a tear. 

They stood upon the fiu'-offclifi^ 

And wav'd a kerchief white. 
And gaz'd upon his gallant baik, 

Ti^ she was out of sight ; - 
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Tbe nilor cast a look behind, 

"No kmger saw them near, 
Then raisM the canvas to hi« ey^ 

And wiped away a tear. 

Eie long, o'er ocean's bine expanse 

His sturdy bark had sped ; 
The gallant sailor from her prow 

D^Ksries a sail ahead ; 
And then he raised his mighty aim, 

Columbia's foes were near ; 
Ay, then he rais'd his arm, bnt not 

To wipe away a tear. 

Temclk nae, oSi! teacli me tm fovyet. 

Friends depart, and memory takes them. 

To her caTems pare and deep ; 
And a forced smile only waies tiiem. 

From the shadows where they sleep. 
Who shall school the heart's affection 1 

Who diall banish its regret 1 
If you blame my deep dejection. 

Teach, oh ! t6ach me to forget. 

Bear me not to festive bowers, g 

'Twas with them I sat there last ; 
Weave me not spring's early flowers. 

They'll remind me of the past 
Music seems like mournful wailing,, 

In the halls where we have met. 
Mirth's gay call is unavailing ; 

Teach, oh ! teach me to ^^t! 

One who hopelessly remembers, 
Cannot bear a dawning light ; 

He would rather watch the embers 
Of a Love that once was bri^t; 
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Who shall school the heart's aSeetkgk t 

Who shall banish its^^tl 
If you blame my deep dejection. 

Teach, oh ! teach me to Ibirget I 

Seek not witb gold or glitterlmgr genu 

Seek not with gold or gUtt'nng gem. 

My simple heart to move ; 
To share a Singly diadem. 

Would never gain my love. 
The heart that's form'd in virtue's moM^ 

For heart should be exchanged ; 
The love that once is bought wit^ gold. 

May be by goTd estran^d. 

Can wealth relieve the laboring mind. 

Or calm the soul to rest 1 
What healing balm can riches find 

To soothe the bleeding breast 1 
'Tis love, and love alone, has power 

To bless without alloy ; 
To cheer affliction's darkest hour, 

And heighteu ev'ry joy. 
4 Seek not wi^, &c. 

A SoldlerHi tbe lad I adore. 

A soldier's the lad I adore, 

Though he's far from his friends and his home ; 
Love grant I may see him once more. 

And march to the roll of his drum. 

With plume in his hellKi, and his ewwA 

3y his side, and a hero-like show, 
He march'd to the field at the glorioiis woid^ 

And beat the retreat of the foe. 

16* 
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Full maoy a youth have I aeen. 

Who has whiSper'd a£fec(ioii to me ; 
But give me the ItA with a doublet of 

Who can beat freedom's reveille. 

Should he fell, but I hope he may not. 

His spirit shall ^well with the brave, 1 

His deeds by his country shall ne'er be forgot ^ 

While Freedom weeps over his grave. ^ 

Then march to the roll of the drum, 

It sununons the brave to the plain. 
Where heroes contend for the home 

Which perchance they may ne'er see again. 

liOrd Ulliit's DanfrlKter, 

A chieftain, to the Highlands bound. 

Cries, ** Boatman, do not tarry I 
And m give thee a silver pound. 

To row us o'er the ferry." — 

'< Now who be ye, would cross Lochgyle, 

This dark and stormy water V* — 
" Oh Fm the chief of Ulva's isle. 

And this Lord UUin's daughter. — 

« And &st before her fother's men 

TTuree days we've fled together. 
For should he find us in the glen. 

My blood would stain the headier. - 

" His horsemen hard behind us ride ; J 

Should they our steps discover. 
Then who will cheer my bonny bride 

When they have slain her lover 1" 



0)it spoke the haidy Highland wight, 
« rU go, m^ chief— I'm ready ;-, 
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It 11 not for your silver blight. 
Bat for your winsome lady ; 

" And by my word ! the bonny bird 

In danger sfettll not tany ; 
80, tho' the waves are raging white, 

m row you o*er the ferry.** 

By this the storm grew loud apace, 
The water wraitil* was shrieking ; 

And in the scowl of HeaVn each feoa 
Grew dark as they wem speaking. 

But still as wilder blew the wind, 

And as the night grew drearer, 
Adown the glen rode armed men, 

Their trampling sounded nearer.^ 

^'Ohaste th«B, haste!" the lady cries, 
« Tho' tempests round us gather, 

m meet the raging of the skies, 
But not an angiy fiither." 

The boat has left a stormy land, 

A stormy sea before her, — 
When, oh ! too strong for human hand. 

The tempest gathered o'er her. — 

And still they row'd amidst the roar 

Of waters fiwt prevailing : 
Lord Ullin reach'd that &tal shore. 

His wrath was chang'd to wailing.^ 

for sore dismay'd, thro* storm and shade. 

His child he did discover : 
One lovely hand she stretch'd for aid, 

And one was round her lover. 

^ The STil tpirit of the waters. 
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■ ' I - I II I ■■ - . hi f 1 m 

« Come back ! come back V* he cried hn gae^ 

" Across this stonny water^ 
And ril forgive your Highland chie^ 

My daughter ! — oh, my^daoghter f*— 

Twas vain : the load waves lash'd t&e lAore, 

Return or aid preventing: — I 

The waters wild went oW \a& chi]dr*^ ^ 

And he was left lamenting. 

Tlie 8ailgr9« last 'Wh.ttiH^ 

Whether sailor or not, for a moment avast. 
Poor Jack's mizen-topsail is laid to the mast ; 
He'll never turn out, or more heave the lea^ 
He's now all aback, nor will sails shoot ahead ; 
Yet, tho' worms gnaw his timbers, his vessel a wred:. 
When he hears the last whistle, h^ jump op«ii deck! 

Secured in his cabin, he's moor'd in his grave^ 
Nor hears any more t][ie loud roar of the waive ; 
Press'd by death, he is sent to the tender below. 
Where seamen and lubbers must evety one ga 
Yety tho' wcnrms, <kc 

With his firame a mere hulk, and his leck'niiig <m 

board. 
At length he dropt down to mortality's iMid ; 
With eternity's ocean before him in view, 
He dieerfuUy pc^t out, " my messmates, adlea!** 
For, tiio' wonoSy Ix. 

Xbe Miileteer. 

Soon as the sun his early ray 

Across the misty mountain toBtagfi, 
The Muleteer now takes his way, 

Andmenily thus he sweetly lingfl : 
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Oh luurte, my moles, we mnit not creep. 

Nor launter on to slow ; 
Our journey's long, the mountain steep, 

WeVe many a league to go. 
At &n of eve, his labor o'er, 

He homeward hastes, and sings with glee ; 
My mules, speed to my cottage door. 

Pot there my Lilla waits for me. 
Speed on, my mules, the sun sets iast. 

The shades of ni^t I see ; 
There's many a league yet to be pass'd. 

And Lilla waits for me. 

Tike Muleteer's Retvnu 

•Tis night— owhere strays my muleteer t 

Ah ! why does he from Lilla roam t 
For weU he knows my heut is drear. 

When he is from his mountain home ; 
But soft ! what music greets mine ear 1 

What strain comes o'er the dell 1 
Oh ! joy to me, the night-winds bear 

The sound of distant bell. 

Oh ! speed ye, mules, the queen of night 
Hadi kiss'd the sparkling mountain riUi^ 

And spread her fiurest robes of light, 
To guide ye o'er the dreary hills. 

They come ! they come ! their tramp I hear. 
Their weaiy forms I see. 

And soon they'll bear my muleteer 
' la joy again to me. 

.My HlflTl&laad HcMtte, 

My Highland home, where tempests blow. 

And cold thy wintry looks. 
Thy hills are crown'd with driven snow 

And ice-bound are thy brooks ; 
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But colder fiir the Sootnu&n's hearty 
>.:. However £» he roam, 
To whom these words no joy impart,— 
My native Highland home. 

Then gang with me to Scotland, dear. 

We ne'er again will roam ; 
And with thy smiles, so honnre, cheer 
My native-Highland home. 

When sammer comes, the heather bell 

Shal^ tempt thy feet to rove ; 
The cushat dove, within the dell. 

Invites to peace and love : 
For bIithe8(Hne is the &ce of day, 

And sweet'a the bonnie broom : 
And pure the dimpling rills that play 

Around my Highland home. 

Then gang with me to Scotland, dEc 

Woman's UTomlk. 

Oh ! not when hopes are brightest, 

Is all love's sweet enchantment known i 
Oh I not when hearts are lightest, 

Is all fond woman's fervor riiown : 
But when liie^s clouds o'ertake us, 

And the cold world is clothed in gloom^ 
When summer friends forsake us. 

The rose of love is best in bloom^ 

Love is no wandering vapor, 

That lures astray with treach'rous spark ; 
Love is no transient taper, 

That lives an hour and leaves us dark : 
But like the lamp that lightens. 

The Greenland hut boaeath the snow. 
The bosom's home it brightens, 

When all beside is cldll below. 



Vom Bo-vrliniT. 

Here a she^ bulk, lies poor Tom Bowliiig, 

The darling of our crew ; 
No more he'll hear ^e tempest hoiwUng, 

For death has broached hun to. 
His form was of the manliest beaaty. 

His heart was kind and soft $ 
Faithfid below he did his duty, 

And now he's gone aloft. 

Tom never from bis word departed. 

His virtues were so rare ; 
His friends were many and tntehearted, 

His Poll was kind and fiiir ; 
And then he'd sing so Uythe find jolly. 

Ah, many's the time and oft ! 
But mirth b tum'd to melancholy, 

For Tom is gone aloft. 

Yet shall poor Tom find pleasant wearier. 

When he who aU commands 
8hall give, to c«ll life's crew together^ 

The word to pipe all hands. 
Thus Death, who kings and tars despatehes. 

In Tain Tom's life has doflfd ; 
For, though his body's under hatches, 

His soul is gone nloft. 

Wngle Side* 

It's rare to see the morning bleeze, 

Like a bonfire frae the sea; 
It's fair to see the burnie kiss 

The lip o* the flow'ry lea 4 
And fine it is on green hill side. 

Where hums the bonnie bee : 
But rarer/fairer, finer still. 

Is the Ingle side for me. 
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Glens may be gilt wi' gowuu nse. 

The birds may fill the tree, 
And haughs hae a' the scented waro, 

That simmer's ^owth can gie : 
Bat the cantie hearth where cronies «aeet, 

An* the darling o' our e*e, 
That mak's to us a warl' complete, 

Oh ! the Ingle side for me. 

ne strikes tbe IfK&nstvel luyre* 

Answer to Alice Gray. 
He Strikes the minstrel lyre again. 

And hiMppy is hissong. 
For brightly beams his laughing eye, 

And rapture's on his tongue: 
The clouds that darkened all his hopes, 

Have floated all away ; 
Her heart, her heart, is now his own, 

He*s loved by Alice Gray. 

He quits tJu' diu k fipti sorrnwing scene, 

Hm r.arEs aro hiii>Li£Ll La rc^ 
Hi^ pilgjiiimga h paet Bnd ^;une, 

HiB faithfal love )« blest ; 
And now fi>r hiai^ wid lujn ^lone. 

Her eye J■flir>^^'!i bright unci gay; 
Her h^rt| h^T htun b miw his own, 

Uh ^ds Is AiU'C Gn\y, 

The Botdif^r tifodl uf war'a alarms, 
FovBweajpB 4tic cbni^ of Uostile arms. 

And BCcirLi6i ihi3 apc-aj Rud shield ; 
But if the brnrjen tri^iii^iet liound, 
He bums vdth couqaeet to b« crown'd, 

Aiad dasQ^ dgiiiri the Odd. ' 
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Ckmpomd by M . Ksllt. 

There is a bloom that never'&des, 

A Rose no storms can sever. 
Beyond the Tulip's gaudy shades. 

The ray that beams forever. 

There is a charm surpassing art, 

A charm in every feature. 
That twines around the feeling heart. 

It is thy voice, oh Nature ! 

Then, stranger, if thou fiun wouldstfind 
This Rose no storm can sever, 
' Go sedL it, stranger, in the Mind^ 
The ray that beams forever. 

Cl&ase tliat StarMift§r Tear amray. 

Come, chase that starting tear away 

Ere mine to meet it springs % 
To-ni^t, at least to-night, be gay. 

Whatever to-morrow brings; 
Like sunset gleams that linger late» 

When all is dark'ning fast. 
Are hours like these we snatch firom ^te. 

The brightest and the last 

Then chase that, &c. 

To gild our dark'ning life, if heaven • 

But one bright hour allow, 
Oh ! think that one bright hour is given. 

In all its splendor nbw ! 
Let's live it out — then sink in night, 

Like waves that from the shore 
One minute swell-^are tpuch'd with light — 

Then lost forever more. 
17 N 
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(A! wear it on thy braMk» n^ Iwe^ 

Tet, yet a little while, 
BweetneM is lingering on its lea^res, 

Tho fiided be its smile. 
Then for the sake of what hath been. 

Oh, cast it not away, 
Twas bora to grace a summer soens, 

A long, bici^t golden day, my lo^e, 

A kmg, bright gold«i day. 

A little while aionnd thee, lo^e, 

Its odors yet shall clinch 
Telling that <m thy breast hath Iain, 

A sweet, tho' blighted thing. 
But not e*en that warm heart hath pow'r. 

To win it back from &te : 
Cftk 1 1 am like this broken flower, 

Cherish'd too late, loo late, my loTe^ 

Cheiish'd, alas, too late. 

Vtk» Idf^t Guitar. 

Sung by Madame Fbeom. 
Oh ! leave the gay and festive scene. 

The halls, the halls of dazzling light. 
And rove with me through forests 

Beneath the silent night 
Then as we watch the lingering lays 

That shine from every star, 
ril nng the song of happier days, 

And strike the light guitar. - 

ni tell thee how the maiden wept, 
When her trae knight was slain; 

And how her broken spirit slept. 
And never woke again. 
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«rD tdl tilde h<nrthfl^fteei draw nii^ 

itod left hi»lofrd afiov 
Bat if my tale ahouAd make tbi&t ngh, 

ru tftiike the Hs^ guitar. 

Ajanrer to ^^Tlae liiffl&t yultar.ff 

Yea ! I will leave the festive scene. 

The gay and courtly throng. 
To wander through the ferestagreoi. 

And listen to thy song. 
The waters like a mirror seem. 

For every beaming star ; 
Then haste to yonder silent stream 

And strike the light guitar. 

And when thou tell'st of one, whose teora 

Were shed for her true knight, 
Bethink thee of thy maiden's fears 

When thou wert in the fight — 
Nor longer brave the battle plain, 

Nor roam from me afer, 
But sing hope's long forgotten stmin. 

And strike liie light gfuitas. 

Slftould these Fond Btope*. 

Should these fond hopes e'er ibrsake thee. 

Which now so sweedy thy young heart employ ; 
Should the cold world come to wake thee 

From all the visions of youth and joy ; 
Should the gay firiends, for whom thou wouldst 
bani^ 

Him who once thon^t thy young heart his own^ 
All, like qnring birds, fiilsely vanish. 

And lesve thy winter unheeded and lone : 
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Oh ! 'tifl tfiMit he^ thou hast stighted^ 

Wimld come to cfaerar thee, when afl seemed o'er. 
When the truant, lost and blighted, 

Would to his bosom be taken once more : 
Like tfiat dear bird, we both can remember. 

Who left us while summer shone- around ; 
But when chill*d by bleak December, 

Upon oar threshold a welcome still found. 

Tike mellow Horn, 

At dawn, Aurora gaily breaks, 

In all her proud attire. 
Majestic o'er the glassy lakes, 

Reflecting liquid fire. 
All nature smiles to usher in 

The blushing queen of mom ; 
And huntsmen with the day begin 

To wind the mellow horn. 

And huntsmen with, 6cc, 

At eve, when gloomy shades obscure 

The tranquil Shepherd's cot, 
When tinkling bells are heard no more. 

And daily toil forgot ; 
lis then the sweet enchanting note. 

On Zephyrs gently borne. 
With witching cadence seems to float, 

Around the mellow horn. 

With witching cadence, Ac 

A« a Beam o^er tlie Face. 

As a beam o'er the face of the waters may glow, 
While the tide runs in darkness and coldness below. 
So the cheek may be ting'd with a warm sunny smile. 
Though the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while. 
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One fatal re m embrance, one sorrow that throws 
Its Ueak shade alike o'er our joys and oar woes^ 
To which life nothing darker or brighter can bringv - 
For which joy ha« no balm, and affliction no sting I 

Oh ! this thought in the midst'of enjoyment will stay. 
Like a dead, leafless branch, in the summer^s bright 

ray; 
The beams of the warm smi play round it in -vain. 
It may smile in his light, bat it blooms not again. 

H^itli Blelniet on Itis Broir. 

Sung by Mr. PovsT. 
With helmet on his brow, and sabre on his thigh. 
The soldier mounts his gallant steed to conqoer or to 

die: 
His plume, like a pennon, streams on the wanton 

summer wind. 
In the path of glory still that white plume dialt thoa 

find; 
Then let the trumpet's blast to the brazen drum 

reply, 
' A soldier must with honor live, or at once with 

honor die.' 

bright as his own s(ood sword, a soldier's £une 

must be. 
And pure as the plume that floats abo^e his helm, so 

white and firee, 
No fear in his heart must dwell, but the dread that 

shame may throw 
One spot upon that blade so bright, one stain on that 

plume of sno^ ; 
Then let the trumpet's blast to the brazen drum 

reply, 
' A soldier must with honor live, or at once mm 

honor die.' 
17» 
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I giveifaee all, I can no meie, 

Thongh poor tb» olTiiiig be ; 
My heart and kite are all the atoio 

That I can bring to thee. 
A lute whose gentle iong leveala 

The aoul of love full well. 
And, hettflc far, a heart that fi9e!e 
Mach more than lute can telL 
I give thee all, I can no more. 

Though poor the oflTring be; 
My heart and lute are all the atore 
That I can^biing to thee. 

Thoogh love and aong may 6dl, alaai 

To keep life's clouds away, 
At least 'twill make them lighter paaff. 

Or gild them if they stay. 
If ever caie ins discord flings^ 

O'er life's enchanted strain. 
Let love but gently touch the strings 

nVill all be sweet again. 
I give thee all, dtc 

Anna off Conpraf • 

When mom's ruddy blusheil illumine the sky, 
Away o'er the mountahu I dieerfully hie. 
To the fidr or the market, whiche'er it may be, 
Icare not, since Anna looks kindly on me, 
Yes ! Anna of Conway looks kindly on me. 

As I push offmy boat, when the evening is gray, 
A saH>Iy to provide for the market next day, 
O'er the fisherman's labors I whistle with g^ee, 
8ince Anna, sweet Anna, is watching fat me, 
TesI Anna of Conway is watching for me. 



AMEBioAH wataTMm,. 108 

Ere kng, at the chinch, wedlock's knot will be tied. 
Then proudly Til bear to our cottage my bride ; 
My boeom iiom. caie and anxiety free, 
wioe Anna, sweet Anna, nnUes only for me. 
Tea ! Anna of C<mway smiles only for me. 

^Tlfee ImA that I !«»▼«• 

The lad tiiat I lore no kane shaQimow, oh ! oh ! 
The path that he treads to'no one I'll show, oh ! oh ! 
His heart is all tmth whenerer we meet, 
Then why should new fiices e*er teach him deceit 1 
Oh, no, I will keep him, and cherish him so, oh ! oh ! 
That beauty hersc^ sha'n't tempt him to go, oh ! di ! 

The duurch is hard by I Tcry well know, oh !'0h ! 
He showed me the door, and press'd my hand so, 

ohioh! 
Loye, honor, obey, are the words to be said. 
And Fll say *em, and keep 'em whenever I wed. 
That is, if I many the man that I know, oh I oh ! 
If not, poor soul, I shall bother him so, oh ! eh ! 

My fortune's my fooe, which I hope I may show, 

oh ! oh ! 
TLb tionest, and that is a treasure I know, oh ! oh ! 
Tl^ poor little hand is all I can give. 
And where I once jrfedge it, it ever shall live ; 
For the healt*s in the hand I mean to bestow, oh! oh! 
And hands are the gifts which make the heart glow, 

oh!oh! 

Iattbel« 

Wake, deaapeat, mtikfi ! and again united 

We*ll,rove by yonder sea ; 
And where our first vows of love were plighted, 

Our laat fimwell shall be ; 
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There oft Tve gaz'd oa thy smiles delig^ted^ 

And there Til pert from thee, 
There oft IVe .gazed on thy smiles deli^bted. 
And there Fll pot from thee. 
Isabd! Isabel! Isabel! 

One look, though that look is in sorrow ; 
Fare-thee-well! fiire-thee^ell! fiire4hee-well! 
Far h««ie I shaU ^vnradcr toHDonoW : 
Ah mef ah me! 

Dark is my doom, and from thee I sever. 

Whom I have loVd alone ; 
'Twere cruel to link thy fate forever 

With sorrows like my own ; 
Go smile on Uvdier friends, and never 

Lament me when I'm gone. 
Go smile on livelier friends, and never 

Lament me when I'm gone. 

Isabel ! Isabel, 60c. 

And when at length in these lovely boweni, 

Some happier youth you see ; 
And you cull for him spring's sweetest flowers. 

And he sings of love to thee : 
When you laugh v«rith Mm at these vanish'dJlou^ 

Oh ! tell him to love like me. 
When you laugh with him at these vanish'd houi% 
. Oh tell him to love like me. 

Isabel ! Isabel, &e, 

Obr tlUttk not mr Spirits are always as 
liii^t. 

Oh ! think not my cpirits are always as light, 

And as free from a pang as they seem to yon now. 
Nor expect that the heart4>eaming smile of to-night^ 
^ Will return with to-morrow to brighten my brow; 
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No, life is a waste of wearisome hours. 

Which seldom ihe rose of enjoyment adorns ; 
And the heart that is soonest awake to ihe flow'n^ 

Is always the first to be tooch'd by the thorns! 
But send round the bowl and be happy awhile ; 

May we never meet worse in our pilgrims^ here, 
Than the tear that enjoyment can gUd with a smile. 

And the smile that compassion can tarn to a tear. 

The thread of oar life would be dark, heaven knows ! 

If it were not with fiiendship and love intertwin'd; 
And I care not how soon I may sink to repose, 

When these blessings shall cease to be dear to my 
mind; 
But they who have lov'd, the fondest, the purest. 

Who often have wept o*er the dream th^ believ'd ; 
And the heart that has slumber'd in friendship se- 
curest, 

Is happy, indeed, if 'twas never deceived; 
But send round the bowl, while a relie of truth 

Is in man or in woman, this pray'r shall be mine, — 
That the sunshine of love may illumine our youth. 

And the moonlight of fidendship console our decline^ 

VFitik Martial Step, 

Wi& marrial step, the soldiers com^ 
To raii0 recruits, by beat of drum ; 
Whilst o'er a mug of nutrbrown ale, 
The sergeant tells the merry tale. 
The country boelnes gape and stare, 
And fancy castles built in air ; 
Whilst every maid who hears the fife. 
Aspires to be a soldier's wife. 

Cries Giles, half muzzy, *Ned, I vow 
I never more will drive the ploii^/-^ 
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'Come, heie*s to our country!' the aergeaBtciief^ 
Then round the |>oard the liquor flieg 1 
The nlken purse of gold he shakes, 
A certain halt for country cake's — 
Whilst eveiy maid, dtc. 

Having of drink and sleep their fill, 
The new lecruks turn out to drill, 
' The cockade monstrous fine appears. 
But then, the sword awakes their foars. 
At length the drum each humpkin moves, 
The hamlet qpite deserted proves. 
Since every maid, dice 

Obf -wvity sluinlil tbe Gtrl« 

Ok ! why d^ould the girl of my sonl be in tears. 

At a meeting of rapture ly^e this. 
When the gloom of the past and the sorrow of yean^ 

Have been paid by a moment of bliss. 

Are they shed for that moment of blissful delight. 

Which dwells on her memory yet 1 
Do they fiow like the dews of the love breathing night. 

From the warmth of the sun that has set ? * 

Oh ! sweet is the tear on that languishing smile. 

That smile which is loveliest then ; 
And if such are the drops that delight eln ly^^iiile. 

Thou thalt weep them again and again. 

Viae WMMt Bvgrl** 

Haik ! the muffled drum sounds the last march of 

the brave, 
The soldier retreats to his quarters, the grave. 
Under Death, whom he owns his commai^er iB^faief: 
No more he'll turn out with the ready relief. 
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Bat in ggi^ of death's terrors or hostile •lanns* 

When he hears the last bugle, 

When he hears the last hugle, hell stand to his 



Farewell, brother soldiers, in peace may ye rest» 
And light lie the turf on eadi veteran breast. 
Until ^t review when the souls of the brave 
Siall behold the Chief Ensign, fail Mercy's flag, 

wave; 
Then, freed from death's terrors and hostile alarms. 
When we hear the last bugle, 
When we hear the last bugle, well stand to our anna. 

TUte Galley SlaTe. 

Oh, think on my hto ! once I freedom enjoy'd— 

Was happy as happy could be ; 
But pleasure is fled,— even hope is destxoy'd — 

A captive, alas! on the sea. 
I was ta'en by the foe — 'twas the fiat of ftte, 

To tear me from her I adore : 
When hope brings to mind my once happy estate, 

I sigh, while I tug at the oar. 

' Sbrd, hard is my fate ! O how galling my chain ! 

My life steered by misery's chart ; 
And though 'gainst my tyrants^I scorn to complain^ 

Tears gush forth to ease my fiill heart. 
I disdain e'en to shrink, though I feel the sharp lash. 

Yet my heart feels for her I adore ; 
When thought brings to mind my once happy estate, 

I ngfa, while I tug at the oar ! 

How fortune deceives! we had pleasure in tow. 
The port where she dwelt we'd in view ; 

But the wish'd nuptial mom was o'erdoudedwi&Wi^ 
And, dear Anna, I harried from you. 
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Our shaliop was boarded, and I borne vmj, 
To^&old my dear Anna no more !— 

But despair wastes my spirit^ my foUia feels decay,— - 
He sigh'd, and ezpir'd at the oar. 

X Soldier's tbe I^ad. 

A soldier's the lad for my notion, 
A soldier's the lad for my notion: 
We girls must allow, 
That his row de dow, dow, 
. Sets the hearts of his hearers in motion ; 
With his row de dow, row de dow. 
Oh I a soldier's the lad for my notion. 

Then the air militaire. 

So delightfully inspiring ; 
To a soldier my heart is devoted ; 
To a spldier my heart is ijevoted ; 
For who like a soldier can love, 

With his row de dow, dow, &c 

In Home I find S-vreets* 

Though some have a notion at all times to roam, 
Let them wander for pleasure, I seek it at home ; 
Wife and children's caresses dispel eVry care. 
And at home I find sweets I can't meet with else- 
where. 
Home, home ! sweet, sweet home ! 
If you seek for true pleasure, you'll find it at 
home. 

'Neath the ivy that fondly my cot doth entwine. 

In a fiiv'rite oak chair, oft at evb I recline, 

While each murmuring breeze seems our joys te 

increase. 
As I hail my dear home, the sweet mansion of peaoew 
Home, home, &e. 
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Araby^s J^mgitter* 

Farewell, fiurewell to thee, Andy's daughter ! 

(Thus warblfd a Peri beneath the dark sea) 
Mo paarl «¥er Hay under Oman's green water, 

More pai« in its shell than thy spirit in thee. 

Around iheo diall glisten the loveliest amber, 
That erer the sorrowing sea-bird has wep^ 

With many a diell in whose hoUow wreathM chambeiy 
We Peris of ocean by moonlight have slept. 

Nor shall Iran (beloved of her hero) forget thee^ — 
Thoagh tyrants watch over her tears as they start. 

Close, close by the side of that hero she'll set thee, 
Embalm'd in the innermost shrine of her heart. 
Around thee, dec 

liife. 

We are bom ; we laugh ; we weep ; 

We love ; we droop ; we die ! 
Ah ! wherefore do we laugh, or weep 1 
' Why do we live, or diel 
Who knows that secret deep 1 

Alas, not I! 

Why doth the violet spring 

Unseen by human eye 1 
Why do the radiant seasons bring 

Sweet thoughts that quickly fly 1 
Why do our fond hearts cling 

To .thmgs that diel 

We toil, — ^through pain and wrong ; 

We fight,— and fly; 
We love ; we lose ; and then, ere long, 

Stone-dead we lie. 
O Life ! is all thy song 

'Endure and— diel' 
18 
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A DfUttsel stcMd to wAtch tike Ftfrl^t. 

A daiDiel stood to watch Hie fight. 

On the banks of Kingslea Mere, 
And they brought to her feet her own tnra kliig|lk 

Sore wounded on b bier. 
0, let not, he said, while yet I liw. 

The cruel foe me take^ 
« Bat with thf tips, one sweet kiss g^ve, 

And oast me in the lake. 

About his neck she wound her arms. 

And she kiss'd his lips so pale, 
And evermore the war's alarms 

Came loudly up the vale. 
She drew him to the lake's deep side. 

Where the red heath fiinged the Aon ; 
She plunged with him beneath the tide, 

And they were seen no mor«. 

Tour lot U far aboTe »•• 

Your lot is'&r above me, 

I dare not be your Bride ; 
To know that you have loved me, 

WiU wound your father's pride. 
Go, woo some high-born lady, 

And he will bless your choice ; 
Alas ! too long already, 

I've listen'd to your voice. 

Oh I may your grief be fleeting^ 

Go seek the halls of mirth ; 
Dread not a future meeting, 

We ne'er shall meet on earth. 
Though o'er love's passing vision, 

These tears of anguish flow ; 
Doubt not the stem dedsion 

Of her who bids you go. 
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These tears aie not intended 

As hues to make yoa stay, 
I wish they were not blend^ 

With aU you hear me say. 
Go! would you ne'er had BooQ^t me, 

Tis hard so young to die ; 
Bi|t, 'twas your kin&ess taught me. 

To raise my hopes so high. 

Tbe Invincible*. 

Af MDf by Madame Vestbjs. 

When the meny fife and dmm» 

And the bugles loudly play. 
Then gaily much to the martial sounds^ 

The Invindbles so gay ; - 
Each lass upon parade. 

With cap and smart cockade. 
To the men will show, that well she knows 

The gallant soldier's trade. 
Our corp*ral leads us on. 

And in quick time we move. 
With anuMn hand, a vah'ant band. 

Our truth and lo^e to prove. 
Then, ladies, join our ranks. 

Our Banners proudly wave, 
Invindbles in lore and war. 

Come join the gay and brave. 

InTindbles are we, 

With heart and arms combined. 
And no attention find will he 

Who is not t6 our mind ; 
We never present arms 

To the purseproud awkward kmt. 
For soon is the word firom oifr corp'ral heard 

To fece to the right about ;^ 
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Bat to cbe youths wbo please. 
We quickly stand at ease, 

Beaign our amis, quit war's alamis, 
To dwell in love and peace. 

Then ladies, &c 

Come listen to my Sonc. 

Come listen to my song, my love, 

'Twill not ofiend thme ear. 
The moon is beaming bright above, 

Thou hast no cause of fear, 
ril sing of lovers brave and true. 

If thou wilt list to me, 
m sing the charms of ladies fidr. 

But none so &ir as thee. 

Then listen, dsc. 

ril sing of beauty, love and fame ; 

Of love in distant climes ; 
I'D sing of ^es so blue and bright, 

Bat none so bright as thine. 
Then listen to my song, my love, 

For thou ait <fear to me, 
And while there beams a light above, 

m sing of love and thee. 

Then Usten, dec 

Tlie Sipreets of liibertr* 

Am— If there a heart that never loved t 
1m there a man that never sigh'd 

To set the prisoner free 1 
Is there a man that never prized 

The sweets of liberty 1 
Then let him, let him breathe unseen. 

Or in a dungeon live ; 
Nor never, never know the sweets 

That liberty can give. 
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If there a heart so cold in man, 

Can galling fetters crave 1 
Is there a wretch so truly low, 

Can stoop to be a slave 1 
O, Jet him, then, in chains be bound, 

In chains and bondage live ; 
Nor never, never know the sweets 

That liberty can give. 

Is there a breast so chilled in life. 

Can nurse the coward's sigh 1 
Is there a creature so debased, 

Would not for freedom die 1 
O, let him, then, be doomed to crawl 

Where only reptiles live ; 
Nor never, never know the sweets 

That liberty can give. 



Tl&c Plain Gold Ringr* 

He was a chief of low degree, 

A lady high and feir was she ! 

She dropped a ring, — ^he raised the gem, 

'Twas rich as eastern diadem ! 

* Nay, as your mistress' trophy, take 
The toy, when next a lance you break.' 
He to the tourney rode away, 

And bore 4>ff glory's wreath that day. 

How did his ardent bosom beat. 
When hastening to that lady's feet, 
The wreath and ring he proudly laid ; 
But, * Keep them, youth,' that lady said. 
Nay, gem so rich I may not wear. 
Ho we'er return a gift so rare.' 

* Dear youth, 9. plain gold ring* she sigh'd, 

* From you were worth the world beside !' 
18» O 
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Tfeie Hfountalit Sl&eplierd^s i^ay. 

Oh ! roam with me o'er distant hills. 

When day is in the west ; 
And when upon the mountain rills, 

The twilight sinks to rest 
When listening echo leaves her cell. 

And wanders on her way f 
Or when she hears o'er hill and dell, 

The mountain shepherd's lay. 

For wild and simple though it be, . 

That strain of joy can tell, 
And bring in memory back to me. 

The hours I loved so well ; 
When hopes were young and hearts were wann. 

And one with me would stray. 
And hear, at eve, in storm, or calm. 

The mountain shepherd's lay. 

Tbe Itoirny Clieek. 

The downy cheek so rfed, so fair, 

The bosom's snowy whiteness. 
The pouting lips so red, so rare. 

The eye with sparkling brightness, 
Are beauties like Uie summer lea^ 

Which length of yeurs decay. 
Which envious time, that cruel thief. 

Will surely steal away. 

But when conjoined with them, we find 

Charms that surpass all beauty, 
A virtuous heart, a feeling mind. 

Our love becomes a duty. 
Then mad are those who madly range, 

To all but beauty blind, 
For time nor place cait ever change 

The beauties of the mind. 
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Adieu, adieu, my only life, 

My honor calls me from thee, 
Remember tbou'rt a soldier's wife. 

Those tearft but ill become thee ; 
What thotagh by duty I am called, 

Where tliandering cannons rattle, 
Where valor's self might stand appall'd, 
"Where valor's self might stand appall'd. 

When on the, wings of thy dear love. 

To heaven above 
Thy fervent orisons are flown, 

The tender prayer thou puttest up there, 
Shall call a guardian angel down, 
Shall call a guardian angel down, 

To watch me in the battle. 

My safety thy fair truth shall be, 

As sword and buckler Serving, 
My life shall be more dear to me. 

Because of thy preserving : 
Let peril come, let horror threat, 

Let thundering cannons rattle, 
I fearless seek the conflict's heat ; 

Assur'd when on the wings of love. 

To heaven above, &c. 

Enough, with that benignant smile 

Some kindred god inspired thee. 
Who saw thy bosom void of guile, 

Who wonder'd, and admir'd thee : 

I go assur'd, my life, adieu. 
Though thundering cannons n^tle, 
Though murdering carnage stalk in view 

When on .the wings of thy true Urre, 

To heaven above, &c. 
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TtUe I«ay of tbe IVanderiiiy ArwLbm 

Away, away, my Barb and J, 

As free as wave, as fleet as wind. 
We sweep the sands of Araby, 

And leafj^ a world of slaves behind. 
'Tis mine to range in this. wild garb, 

Nor e'er feel lonely though alone ; 
I would not change my Arab Barb, 

To mount a drowsy sultan's throne. 
Away, away, &c. 

Where-the pale stranger dares not come. 

Proud o'er my native sands I rove. 
An Arab tent my only home. 

An Arab maid my only love. 
Here freed($m dwells without a fear, 

Coy to the world, she loves the wild ; 
Who ever brings a fetter here. 

To chain the desert's fiery child 1 

Away, away, &c 



TlpriUgrlKt9s Hour. 

It was at twilight's dusky hour, 

When twinkling stars their lustre shed. 
The warbBng tenants of each bow'r. 

Unto their mossy cells had fled. 

The lowing herds had ceas'd their note. 
The bleating flocks were in their pen ; 

Vo sounds were in the air afloat. 
No hum arose within the glen. 

The orient tints which streakM the sky. 
Had vamsh'd with departmg light ; 

The axnre vault serene and high, 

Bedeck'd with gems, shone softly bright 
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The air was calm, all smiprofound. 
Refreshing zephyts coolM the plain, 

And echo, with responsLre sound. 
Sent back whate er it heard, again. 

Twas just at this propittoos honr. 
That fidry steps flit o'er the green, 

Bespangled with each native flower ; 

No pressure mark'd where they had been. 

'Twas now that Oberon the sprite, 
His revels held with sp4»tive sway, 

Kleep up the dance,' till dawn of light 
Intrusive, warn'd the elves. aWay. 



An old man -vronld be "womitkg* 

An old man would be wooing 

A damsel gay and youx^. 
But she, while he was suing. 
For ever laugh'd and sung, 
An old man, an old man, will never do for me. 
For May and December can never agree. 

She sung till he was dozing — 

A youth by fortune blessed, • 
While Guardy's eyes were closing. 
Her hand delighted pressed. 
An old man, an old man, vrUl never do for me. 
For May and December can never agree. 

Then kneeling, trembling, creeping, 

I vow 'twas much amiss. 
He watch'd the old man sleeping. 
And sofUy stole — a kiss. 
An old man, an old man, will never do iat me. 
For May find December can never agree. 
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liove's RitomellA, 

A DUET. 

ife^— Gentle ZUtella, whither away 1 

liOre's litomella, Ikt while I play. 

Sfa, — ^No, I have ling^ed too long on my road. 
Night is advancing, the brigand's abroad ! ' 
Lonely Zitella has too much to fear ; 
Love's ritornella she may. not hear. 

JGr.— Charming Zitella, why shonldst thon care, 
Ni^t is not darker than thy raven hair ! 
And those bright eyes^ if the brigand should aee. 
Thou art the robber, the captive is he ! 
Gentle Zitella, banish thy fear, 
Love's ritornella, tcyry and hear. 

She, — Simple Zitella, beware, ah beware ! 
List ye no ditty, grant ye no prayer. 

ife*— To your light footsteps let terror add wings ! 
'Tis Massaroni himself who now sings ! 
Gentle Zitella, banish thy fear ! 
Love's ritornella, tarry and hear ! 

Tbe Mentain Maid. 

The mountain maid from her bower has hied. 

And iqped to the glassy river's side. 

Where the radiant moon shone clear and bright, 

And the willows waved in the silver light ; 

On a mossy bank lay a shepherd swain, 

He woke Ins pipe a tuneful strain. 

And so blithely gay were the notes he play'd. 

That he charm'd the ear of the mountain maid* 

She stopp'd, with timid fear oppress'd. 
While a soft aigh swells her gentle breast, 
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He cacu^ her glance and Biark*d her sigh, 

And tnamph laugh'd in his sparkling eye. 

80 90&ly sweet was his tuneful ditty. 

He charmed her tender soul to pity, 

And so blithely gay were the notes he play'd, 

That he gain'd the heart' of the mountain iiiai4. 

• Faremrell, my I^nte* 

Farewell ! my lute, whose gentle tone 
Hadi cheerM my heart for many a day ; 
Componion lov'd, whose chords had pow*r 
To chase my ^loom and grief away. 
Whatever my lot, where'er I roam, 
Fond thoughts of thee will often come. 
And I shall sigh for that dear home. 
Where thou hang*st mute, sweet lute! 
Farewell ! my lute, <&c. 

4 Farewell ! my love, whose soothmg voice 

Broke like sofl milsic on my ear ; 

Whose heart to mine more warmly clung^ 

When all around grew dark and cjrear. 
Where'er I go, whate'er my lot. 
No word of thine can be forget : 
Oft shall I sigh for that sweet spot, 
Where thou dost rove, dear love ! 

Farewell, my love ! Farewell, my lute ! 

These eyes are dry, th^se^lips are mute : 

Oh ! language fades before love's spell ; 

My lute ! my love ! fiirewell, farewell ! 

Tbe Bonnie iJad* 

Young Jammie is a bonnie lad, 

None blither I can see, 
So trim he wears his tartan plaid, 

80 kind he blanks at me. 
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As kind I bHdk at him again, f> 
My smiles I dinnp stint. 

Yet still he gies mj bosom pain, 
He winna takd the hint. 

He tother da; a pgsie brought. 

The rose and Uly too, 
An emblem I must own I thought. 

Might tell him what to do. 
I coortsied low and smiled again. 

My smiles I never stini. 
Yet still he giea my bosom ptinv 

He canna take die hint 

Ye favored lasses of our town. 

Advise me if you can, 
That I may a' my wishes crowM, 

Upon a modest plan, 
ril do my best to gain his loVe, 

My dress shall be in print, 
And Twill ever constant provey 

If he will take the bmt 

Otk tell me iio-vir from WAirre f fly* 

Oh ten me how Ccom love to fly. 

Its dangers how ta shun. 
To guard the heart, to shield the eye,. 

Or I must 1)6 imdone. 

For thy impression on my mind. 
No time, nor power can move ; 

And vain, alas! the tadL I find. 
To look and not to k>ve ; < 

Could absenee my sad heart uphold, 
Fd hence and mourn my lot; 

But mem'iy will not be controU'd^ 
Thou ne'er canst be fcrgdt. 
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If jrou ask wliat i« Ci»ve* 

If yoa tA, if you ask, what is lore, 

When we first, when we first feel its power, 

I would, I would say, 'twas a thorn, 
A thorn conceard in a flower, 

Or honey collected beneath 1}ie bee's wing. 

Where we scarce taste the sweets for the wound of 
the sting, 

Oh, this is love !^Oh, this is loTe. 

If yon ask, if you ask, what is love, 

I wofdd answer, would answer, a cheat ; 

Tis woe, 'tifl woe in a mask — 
*Tia bUss, 'tis bliss in deceit. 

Tiff poison in nectar, 'tis death in repose. 

In prospect 'tis rapture, when near worst of woes. 

Oh, this is love ! — Oh, this is lore. 

Tlie SoldiCT^s Dream. 

Our bugles sang truce, for the night cloud had loured, 

Ajid the sentinel stars set their watfti in the Ay ; 
And thousands had sunk on the ground overpower'dy 

The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die. 
When reposing that night on my pallet of straw. 

By the wolf-scaring fagot that guarded the sbdn. 
At tiiie dead of the ni^t a sweet vision I saw. 

And thrice, ere the cock crew, 1 dreamt it again. 

Methought, firom the battle-field's dreadful array, 

Far, &r {. had roam'd on a desolate track, 
Till autumn and sunshine disclosed the sweet way. 
To the house of my father, who welooDi^'d me back» 
I flew to the pleasant field, travers'd so df(0 
In life's morning mardi, when my bosom wtA 
young; 
19 
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I heard my om mountain goats bleating alajk,' 
And knew me sweet strain tliat the comTreapen 
Bung» - '. . 

Then pledged we the wine'Cup, and fondly I eware. 

From my home and my weeping friendi never to 
part; 
My little ones kissed me a thousand times o^er, 

And my wife sobb'd aloud in the fulness of heart— 
* Stay, stay with us! — rest! thou art weary and woml* 

And fain was the war-broken soldier to stay ; 
But sorrow returned with the dawning of mom. 

And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away. 

America^ Commerce, and Freedom, 

How blest the life a sailor leads, 

From chme to clime still ranging, 
For as the calm the storm succeeds. 
The scene delights by changing. 
Though tempests howl along the mam, 

Some objects will remind us, 
Aud ohttff with hope to meet again 
The friends we left behind us. 
Then under full sail we laugh at the gale. 
And the landsmen look pale, never heed them. 
But toss off A glass to some favorite late, 
To America, Commerce, and Freedom. 

But when arrived in sight of land, 

Or safe in port rejoicing, 
Our ship we moor, our sails we hand, 

Whilst oqt the boat is hoisting ,' 
With cheerful hearts tlje shore we reach, 

OmX fiiends deUghted greet us, 
And tripping lightly o'er the beach. 

The pretty lasses meet us. 
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When the fiill flowing bowl enlivens the soul. 
To foot it we merrily lead them; 
And each bonny lass will drink off her glaat 
To America, Conmierce, and Freedom. 

Oar prices sold,. the chink we share, 

And gladly we receive it ; 
And when we meet a brother tar , 
That wants, we freely give it : 
No free-born sailor yet had store, 
Biit cheerfully would lend it : 
And when 'tis gone,^ — ^to sea for more. 
We earn it but to spend it 
Then drink round, my boys, 'tis the first of oar joyi^ 
To relieve the distressed, clothe and feed them, 
^Tis a duty we share with the brave and the fidr. 
In this land of Gommeroe and Freedom. 



Ob r do not bid me to Foiyet* 

Oh ! do not bid pne to forget 

What once I loved so well, 
For I have ever, ever said. 

My heart shall not rebeL 
Twas on that spot beside the stream. 

Where last we fondly met, 
I promised him, whatever my doom, 

I never would forget 

He loved me when we parted last, 

I liiu>w he loved me true. 
For falsehood never seem*d so foir, 

And well his kx^ I knew: 
For when he spoke his eye was fiU'd, 

His cheek with tears was wet. 
His latest words, his last forewell, 

I Qever can foarget 



J5^> 
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Poor Jaclu 

By Bfr. Dibdih. 
Go patter to lubbers and swabe, do ye see, - 

'Boot danger andfear and the like, 
A tight-water boat,4ind good aea-rpom give me. 

And 'tan*t to a litUe 111 strike. 
Though the tempest top-gallant masts, smack smooth 
shoulfl smite, 

And shiver each splinter of wood. 
Clear the wreck, stow the yards, and hoose every 
thing tight. 

And under re^d foresail well scad. 
Avast ! nor don't think me a milk sop so softy 

To. be taken for trifles e-back, 
For they say there's a Providence sits up aloft. 

To keep watch for the life of poor Jadu 

Why I heard the good chaplain palaver one day, 

- About souls, heaven, mercy and such. 

And, my timbers ! what lingo he'd coil and belay. 

Why 'twas just all as one as high Butch ; 
But he said how a spanrow can't founder d'ye see. 

Without orders that comes down below. 
And many fine things that proved clearly to me. 

That Providence takes us in tow : 
For says he, do you mind me, let storms e'er so oily 

Take the top-lifts of Sailors a-back. 
There's a sweet little cherub sits perched up aloft. 

To keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 

I said to our Poll, for you see she woild cry. 
When last we weighed anchor for sea. 

What arguefies sniv'ling and piping your eye. 
Why what a damn'd fool you must be ; 

Can't you see the world's wide, and there's room for 
us all, 
3odi for aeamen and lubbers aahora^ 
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And if to o)d Davy.I go^my dear Poll, 
Why you never will hear of me more ; 

What then, all's a hazard, come, don't be so soft. 
Perhaps I may laughing come back'; 

For d'ye see, there's a cherub sits smiling aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of poor Jackl 

D'ye mind me, a sailor should Ik every inch, 

AH as one as a piece of the ship : 
And with her brave the world without ofiering to 
flinch, 

iFrom the moment the anchor's a-trip : 
As to me, in all weathers, all times, sides, and ends^ 

Nought's a trouble from duty that springs. 
My heart is my Poll's; and my rhino my friend's. 

And as for my life, 'tis the king's : 
Even when my time comes, ne'er believe me so soft. 

As with grief to be taken a-back. 
The same little cherub that sits up aloft. 

Will look out a good birth for poor Jack. 



Tlie Farmer's Oan^bter, 

Where are you going, my pretty maidi 
I'm going a milking^ sir, she said ; 
May I go with you, my pretty maid? 
It's just as you please, kind sir, she said. 

What is your father, my pretty maid 1 
My father's a fermer, sir, she said ; 
Then I will marry you, my pretty maid ; 
It's not as you please, kind sir, she said. 

What is your fortune, my pretty maid 1 
My &ce is my fortune, sir, she said ; 
Thai I can't marry you, my pretty maid ; 
Nobody ask'd you, sir, she said. 
19* 
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This Itore— Iftoiv it plague9nke. 

This love, how it.plagues me, young Ellen did say. 
As she sat ai her wheel, on a fine summer's day ; 
Before I saw Sandy I rose with the lark, 
And as merrily, sang firae the momiilg till dark ; 
But now when Vm singing, he comes in my mind, 
Tho' he's neither h^re me, nor yet is behind : 

love, do you plague ilka body like me. 
For Sandy ne* er promised a lover to be ! 

Wi' me at the gloaming we*ve wander'd aland, . 
And at kiric, and at market, wi' me he has gane ; 
He speaks not of love, but he's blithe when We meet ; 
Nor allows me to pass unobserv'd in the street. 
Be still then, my heart, let my wheel go its round. 
For mother will wonder what's come o' thy sound ; 

1 needna be jealous, for why should I be. 
Since Sandy ne'er promis'd his true love to me. 

While Ellen was musing, the door it flew wide, 
In a moment young Sandy was down by her side ; 
I'm come, my dear Ellen, you mauna say nay, 
To ask you to wed me, and Tuesday's the day ; 
Tour mother's consented, O now my love spetiky^ 
Tet she said not a word, and pale grew her cheek ; 
At length with a smile, and the tear in her e'e. 
She dung to his bosom, and said, * It will be.' 

mjui tlae Brotber of TOisa^. 

Let the epicure boast the delight of his soul. 

In the high-season'd'dish, and the rich flowing bowl ; 

Can they give such true joys as benevolence can. 

Or as charity feels when it benefits man 1 

Let him know the kind impulse that suflers with grie^ 

Let him taste the delight of aflbrding relief 

Let him serve the gre^t Author of Nature's great plan. 

Who design'd man to act as the brother of man! 
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Tho' deoeiT'd by a friend, let him see what hell gain, 
When the impolse of anger he learns to restrain ; 
Though gitet the offence, oh ! forgive if yon can. 
For revenge is a monster disgraceful to man. 
Think the diapter of Ufe oft reverses the scenes 
Andtheridi man becomes what the poor man has 



1 
Think that chaptermnst end, for )5nt shmt is the span 

That will give us tfae:power to benefit man. 

Wlieii tike eTeningr Star tc peepiiMT* 

When ihe evening star is peeping 

Over every vale and dell, 
.Then we Fairies watch are keeping 

In the dew-clad flow*vet's bell. 
When the merry chimes are ringing, 

AVhen the, moon shines o'er the lake. 
Then our voices' tuneful singing, 

Steals like magic through the brake. 
When the evening star, &c 

When the dew drops from the fiower. 

When the sun sinks in the west, 
When at silent midnight hour 

All the busy world's at rest ; 
Then- we roam at large, with pleasure. 

Frisking in the moonbeam s gleam. 
To the lute's soft dulcet measure, 

Near the rippling silver stream. 

When the evening star, &c. 

TlieSotigpof I^eatli. 

FiBflfewell, thou fair day, thou green earth,and ye skies. 
Now gay with the broad setting sun ; 

Farewell, love and friendship, ye d^ar tender ties ! 
Our race of existence is run. 



l 
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Thou grim king of ierrore ! thoa life's glooxoy foe ! 

Go frighten the coward and slave ; 
€io teach them to tremble, fell tyrant ! but know, 

No teirors hast thou to the brave. . 

Thou iitrik'st the dull peasant, he sinks hn the dazk. 

Nor saves e'en fhe wreck' of a name ; - 
Thou strik'st the gang hero, a glorious^mait:, 

He £idls in the rafteof his fimie. 
In the field of proud honor, our swords in our hiaids. 

Our home and our country to save, 
While victory shines on life's last ebbhig sands, 

O ! who Would not die with the brave 1 

On tills cold iUikty Bock* 

On this coki flinty rock I will lay down -my head. 

And cheerfully sing Ihro' the night ; 
The moon shall smile sweetly upon my cold bed. 

And the stars shaU shine forth to give light 

Then come to me, come to me ; wail not nor weep ; 

O turn thy sweet eyes unto me ; 
To my bosom now creep, I will sing thee to sleep, 

And kiss from thy lids the salt tear. 

This innocent floyrer which these rude cUBi unfoh). 

Is thou, love, the joy of this earth ; 
But the rock that it springs from, so flinty and cold. 

Is thy father that gave thee thy birth.. 

Then come to me, &c 

The dews that now hang on the cheek of the eye, 

And the winds that so mournfully cry. 
Are the sighs and the tears of the youth thou must 
leave. 
To lie down in those deserts to die; 

Then come to me, &c " ' 
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TUmy told, me not to lore lUin* 

They told m? not to love him ! 

They said that ha would prove 
Unworthy of 80 rich a gem, 
As woman's peerl^E» love. 
But I believ'd them not, oh ! no, 
I I knew it could not he, 

' That one so fiJse as they thought him, 

\ Could he as dear to me. 

They told me not to love him ! 

They said he was not true, 
And hade me have a care, lest I 

Should do what I might rue : 
At first I scom'd their warnings — ^for 

I could not think that he 
Conceal*d beneath so fair a brow, 

A heart of perfidy. 

They told me to discard him ! 

They said he meant me ill — 
They darkly spoke of fiends that lure. 

And smile, and kiss, and— -kill ! 
I all unheeding heard them, for 

I knew it could not be. 
That one so false as they thought him 

Could be so dear to me. 

But they forc'd me to discard him I 

Yet I could not cease to love — 
For our mutual vows recorded were 

By angel hands above. 
He kft his bny hood's home, and sought 

Forgptfulfiettt afar ; 
But memory Htuag him, — and he fought, 
, And ftli^ lit glorious war. 

^ P 
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Se^^ells in Heaven now, — while I 

Am doomed to this Uull earth ; 
Oh ! how my sad soul longs to break 

Away, and wander forth : 
From'stor to star ite course vouli be— 

Unresting it would go, 
Till we united were above. 

Who severed were below. 

Tlie Sa.ilor98 Return. 

A Bequel to Bi^cx-«yei> Sooa-H. 
The moon had burst the clouds of heaven. 

When Susan sought the wreck-strewn shears 
By grief and woe her bosom riven, 

Her shipwreck'd William to dcplarie : 
While gazing on the watery waste, 

A floating form her eye descried. 
And the next heaving billow placed 

Her lover by the maiden's side. 

** Susan, for thee the storm I braved, 

While angry surges round me roar'd, . 
And see, by bounteous mercy saved, 4.^ 

Thy sailor to thine arms restored f' 
His well-known voice her fears beguiled. 

His glowing ki,ss her sorrows dried ; 
And the next morning's sunbeams smiled 

On Susan as her William's bride ! 

Too many liovers* 

Toung Susan had lovers so many that she 
Hardly knew upon ii^ch to decide ; 

They all spoke sincerely and promised to b« 
80 worthy of such a sweet bride. 

In the mormng she'd gossip with William, and then 
The noon would he spent with young Harry, 
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The trreiang with John, so among;Bt all Um men 
fi9ie neyer cooM teU which to maRj. 
Hei^o ! hdgho ! Vm afraid. 
Too maiiy loTera will puzzle a maid. 

Now William grew* jealous and so went away. 

And Harry got tired of wooing. 
And John having teased her to fix on the dfff. 

Received only frowns for so doing. 
So amongst uH her lovers, quite left in the loitb, 

She wept every night on her pillow ; 
And meeting, one day, a pair going to church, 

Tum'd away, and died under a willow. 

Heigho ! heigho ! Vm afraid, dec* 

Tlie liily of BTitlftsdale. 

She's gane to dwall in heaven, ray lassie. 

She's gane to dwall in heaven, 
• Ye're owre pure,' quo* a voice ahoon, 

* For dwalltng out o* heaven.* 

O whatll she do in heaven,, my lasne t 

O what'U she do in heaven f 
She'll mix her thoughts wi* angels* sang^ 

An* make them mair meet for heaven. 

She was beloved of a', my lassie ; 

She was beloved of a* ; 
But an angel felLin love wi' her, 

And took her frae us a'. 

Low there she lies, my lassie, 

Low there she lies. 
, A bonnier form ne'er went to the yird. 

Nor frae it will arise. 

There's not but dust now mine, my lassie. 
There's nought but dust now mine ; 
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• Mj soul's yn* thee i' the caold, cauU grave. 
An* why should I staj bshin' 1 

I look*d on thy death-shut eye, my lassie, 

I looVd on thy death-shut eye ; 
An' a lovelier sight in the browo' heaven - 

Fell time shall tie*erxlestroy. 

Thy lips were ruddle and calm, jny lassie, 
Thy lips were raddie and calms 

But gane was the holy breath o' heaven 
To sing the evening psaUn. 

When should lovers breathe their vows 1 

When should ladies hear them % 
When the dew is on the boughs. 

When none else are near them. 
When the moon shines cold and pale. 

When the birds are sleeping, 
When no voice is on the gale. 

When the rose is weeping. 

Oh ! softest is the cheek's love ray, 

When seen by moonlight hours, 
Other roses seek the day. 

But blushes are night flowers. 
When the moon and stars are br^ht, 

When the dew-drops glisten, 
Then their vows should lovers plight, 

Then diould ladies listen. 

Farewell to my Harp. 
Dear haip of my country ! in darkness I found thee. 

The cold chun of aUence had hung o'er thee long. 
When proudly, my own Island Harp, I unbound thee. 

And gave all thy chords to light, freedom and 
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The wannlay df low, and the light note cl gfadnei^ 

Have waken'd thy fondent, ^y iivdiflst thrill ; 
But M oft hast thou echoed the deep ligh of sadneaa, 
\ That even in thy mirth it will steal from thee atfll. 

Dear Harp of my country ! farewell to thy nmnben» 

This Bweet wreath of song is the last we shall 

twine, 

Go : sleep with the sunshine of &me on thy shimbeii^ 

Till touch'd by some hand, less unworthy tiian 

mine. 

Jfihe pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover. 
Have throbb'd at our lay, 'tis thy gloiy alone ; 

I was but as the wind passing heedteraly oter. 
And all the wild sweetness I wak'd was thy Of«n ! 

Tlie Wine Cellar, 

I knew by the smell which so grateftiUy rose. 
And cheered up my heart, a wine c^lar was netr. 

And I said if a man wished a jolly carouse, 4 

The soul that is thirsty might look for it here : 

lively leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound. 

But Uie old butler tapping the sherry for me. 

And here in this round bellied cask, I exclaimed^ 
Is a mistress so lovely to soul and to eye, 

That with her no mortal could Mrly be blamed 
Who might happily live and most jollily die. 
Every leaf was at rest, dec. 

'Neath ^e shade of yon arch, where the damp dow- 
ly drips. 
And the cobwebs and sawdust so sweetly entwine, 
Flows a stream, which I know, as I pour tfurough 
my lips. 
Has never been tasted by any but mine. 
Every leaf was at rest, dec 
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The tear feH gently firom her eye, 

When last we parted on the shofe ; 
My boaem beat- with many a ngh, ^ 

To think I ne'er might see her nuwe: 
'Dear youth/ she cried, <ftnd canst thou haate siray ! 
My heart will break, a little moment ati^ ; 
jkiut ! I cannot part from thee :' 

* The anchor's weig^hed — ^farewell, ren^ember ma !* 

* Weep not, my love,* I trembling said, 

* Doubt not a constant heart like mine, 
I ne'er can meet another maid. 

Whose charms can fix a heart like mine :' 

* Go then,' she cried, * but let thy constant mind 
Oft think on her you leave in tears behind !' 

' Dear maid, this last embrace my pledge shall be^ 
The andior's weighed — farewell, remember me!' 

Tlie Mariner's GliUd to bis HEotlaerw 

Oh ! weep no more, sweet mother^ 

Oh ! weep no more to-night. 
And only watch the sea, mother, 

Beneath the morning light. 
Our beautiful Madonna 

Will mark how you have wept. 
The prayers of early morning. 

The -vigtte you have kept 
She win guide his stately vessel. 

Though the sea be dark uptd drear , 
Another week of sunshine. 

My &ther will be herd*. 
I'll watch with thee, sweet mother. 

But the stars &de from my sight : 
Come, come and sleep, dear mother. 

Oh ! weep no more to-night. 
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Tlie Bridal Star. 

HiB white plume o'er the mounttin itreaiiii^ 

My heart throbe with delight, 
His eonlet in the dtmshine beamfy 

He comee my peerless knight. 
The banquet spread and mosie briHg 

From holy land a&r. 
His lady love shall welcome Ang, 

And touch her gay guitar. 



While songs of mirth and 

Are breathing soft around, 
Hail, vassals, hail, till yonder plains 

His welcome home^ resound ; 
ril deck myself in all my best, 

And wear my Bridal Star : 
And now he's laid his lance at lesC^ 

I'll touch my gay guitar. 

The banquet spread, &c 



Oar Contttrf is onr Sfeiip, d^e se«y 

Oor country Is our ship d'ye see, 

A gallant vessel, too ; 
And of his fortune proud is he. 
Who's one of our bold crew. 
Each man, whatever his station be, 
When duty's call commands, 
Should take his stand, 
And lend a hand. 
At the common cause demands. 

And when our haugh^^ enemies 

Our noble ship assail, 
Then all true hearted lads despise 

What peril may prpvail ; 
But shrinking from the cause we prize. 
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Iflobbera skulk below. 

To the sbftrks 

Heave such sparks. 
They assist the common fi)e. 

Among ourselves, in peace, 'tis true. 

We quarrel — make a rout ; 
And, having nothing else to do. 

We fairly fight it out; 
But once the enemy in view, 

Shake hands— we soon are firiends ; 
On the deck. 
Till a wreck, 
Each the common cause defends. 



Wert tBioii like me.— Annot liyle'e Smuc^. 

By Sir W. Scott. 

Wert thou like me, in life's low vale, 

With thee how blest that lot Vd shaie^ 
With thee I*d fly wherever gale 

Could waft, or bounding billows bear. 
But, parted by severe decree. 

Far different must our fortunes prov ; 
May thine be joy ! — enough for me 

To weep and pray for Mm I love. 

The pangs this foolish heart must feel, 

Wlien hope shall be forever flown. 
No sullen murmur shall reveal, 

No selfish murmurs e'er shall own. 
Nor will I through life's weary years. 

Like a pale drooping mourner move. 
While I can think my foolish tears 

May wound the heart of him I love. 
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Vm bending o'er a gtranger'-f hearth, alone in mj 

decay, 
M7 childhood's home, my fitther land, is distent ftr 

away. 
I strive to chase the gloomy grief^ whidk darkens oft 

my mind. 
When I recall the cloudless hopes which I have left 

behind. 
Oh! painfully and wearily, unbidden tears tn'ff sint. 
Sad thoughts like these throw discord o'er the music 

of my heart 
Some light and lively melody now rushes to my brain. 
My solitude enlivening, once cheering me again. 
But ah ! my home, my absent friends ! this damps my 

moment's mirUi, 
My pulse grows weak, my half form'd smile Is 

wither'd in its birth. 
I cannot throw from off my soul, its preying load of 

grie^ 
Some plaintive strain may ease its weight, and grant 

a short relief; 
But transient is my spirit's calm, as slumber on the 

lake. 
Whose isst a single falling leaf wiU agitate and wake. 
Though strangers have been kind to me, and I have 

press'd their hand, 
I pray to live, that I may die in my own native land. 
Farewell to aU whom I have left, I quit you with a 

sigh. 
Farewell, my stream of life ebbs fiist, its somoe is 

nearly dry, 
Fm bending o'er a stranger's hearth, alone iu my 

decay. 
My <duldhood's home, my fiither land, is distant fiur 

away. 
20* 
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Tlie Ijand of Iiove aiiA MAhertTm 

Htai, gnat repnbUc of the world ! 

The rising empire of the west ; 

Whea ftmed Colambiis' mighty mind inxjpnmfd. 

Chive Europe's sons a place of rest 

Be ^u for ever, ever blest and free, 

The land of love and liberty. 

Beneath thy spreading mantling vines, 
Beside thy flowery groves and springs. 
And on thy lofty, lofty mountains' brow. 
May all thy sons and &ir ones sing. 

Be thou for ever, Ac 

From thee may future nations learn, 
To prize the cause thy sons began ; 
From thee may future, future tyrants know, 
That sacred are the rights of man. 

Be thou for ever, dec 

Of thee may sleeping in&ncy 
The pleasing wondrous story tell ; 
And patriot sage, in venerable mood. 
Instruct the world to govern well. 

Be thou for ever, 6ie. . 

Fai^-tliee-^vreU* 

F«re4hee-well, and if for ever, . 

Still for ever, fare-thee-well ! 
Even though unforgiving, never 

'Gainst thee can my heart rebeL 
Would that breast were bared before ihf. 

Where thy head so oft hath lain. 
While that placid sleep came o'er thee 

Which thou ne'er canst know again. 



AMBBICAX lONSTREli. 99§ 



Wooid that kea«t,l^ thee gUac^d over, 

Ereiy inmatt bought might show. 
Than thou woiUd«t at length diacoTer 

TwB not well to spurn it so. 
But 'tis done, all words are idle, 

Wofda from me are vainer still ; 
But the thoughts we cannot bridle 

Fgree their way against the wilL 

Fare-thee-well, thus disunited, 

Tom from every nearer tie, 
Sear'd in heart, and lone, and blighted, 

Moie ttean this, — I scarce can <fie. 

Ere around tlie Hngre Oak. 

Ere around the hug9 oak, that o'erahadows yoa nilly 

The fond ivy had dared to entwine ; 
lire die church was a ruin that nods on. the hilly 

Or a rook built his nest on the pine ; 

Could I trace back the time, of a far distant daftt. 
Since my fore&thers toil'd in this field ; 

And the frurm I now hold on your honor's estate^ 
Is ihe same which my graiid&ther till'd* 

He, dying, bequeathed to his son a good name, 

Which, unsullied, descended to me; 
For my child I've preserved it, ui^lemish'd with 
diame. 

And it still from a spot shall go free. 

mnna WorgeU 

Dinna fiirget, laddie! dinna forget! 
Ne'er makie me rue that we ever have met ! 
Wide t^ugh we sevw, parted for ever, 
WiUie, when for awa dinna forget ! 
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We part, and it may be, we meet nevermairi 
Tet my Wrt, as in hope, will be trae in despair $ 
And the sigh of remembrance, the tear of regret. 
For thee wUl be frequent, tiien dinna finget ! 

When the star o' the gloamin' is benning abore^ 
Think how oft it hath lighted the tiy st of our loTe, 
Oh ! deem it an angel's ee heaven hath set, 
To waieh thee, to warn thee, sae dinna foiget? 

Tlieii "Drake from tiny Slnimllien* 

The heath is all lonely and drear, love. 

There's nobody stirring or near, love; 

Then awake from thy slumbers and hear, low^ 

My last ferewell to thee : 

The stars are deserting the skies, love. 

The night-owl is ceasing his cries. 

Then hasten to bless these fond eyes, leve^ 

And open thy lattice to me. 

The night is passing away, love. 
And losing its gloom in tbe day, love. 
Then lend of thine eyes but one ray, love. 
E'er I go a&r o'er the sea. 

Then hasten, dee. 

B^atltleen O^AIoore. 

My bve, stil I think that I see her once more, 
But alas ! she has left me her loss to d^lore, 
My own little Kathleen, my poor lost Kathleen, 
. My Kathleen O'Mooie. 

Her hair glossy black, her eyes were dark blue, 
Her color still changing, her smiles ever new; 
So pretty was Kathleen, my sweet little Kathleeii, 
My Kathleen Q'Moora. 
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She mflkfid the don cow that ne'er ofiered to stir, 
Tlioogfa wicked it was, it was gentle to her ; 
So kind was my Kathleen, my poor little Kathleen, 
My Kathleen O'Moore. 

89ie sat by the door one cold afternoon. 
To heur the wind blow, and look at the moon; 
So pensive was Kathleen, my poor little Kathleen, 
My Kathleen 0'Mo<|re. 

O cold waa the night breeze that sigh'd round her 

bower, 
It diiU'd my pMr Kathleen, she drooped fiom that 

hour. 
And I lost my poor Kathleen, my dear little Kathleen, 
My Kathleen 0*Moore. 

The bird of all birds that I love the best, 
Is the robin that in the chorch-yard builds its nest. 
For ho aeems to watch Kathleen, hops lightly on 
Kathleen, 

My Kathleen O'Moore. 

9T was Yon, Sir.— A Glee. 

Twas you, sir, Hwas you, sir, 

I tell you nothing new, sir, 
Twas you that kiss'd die pretty girl, 

Twas you, sir, you; 

Tis true, sir, 'tis true, sir, 

You kx)k so very blue, sir, 
Fm sure you kiss'd the pretty girl, 

TMs true, sir, true ; 

Oh, sir, no, sir. 

How can you wrong me so, sir 1 
I did not kiss the pretty girt~ 

But I know who. 
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BiUyy let'* tbtuik Pi^^Mleiice «]»*« r»« 
m»UL I are Sailors* 

One night came on a hurrieane, ihe sea was motin- 

tains rolling, 
When Barney Btmtline tom'd his quid, and said to 

Billy Bowling, 
A strong sow-wester's blowing, Billy, can't yon hear 

it foar now 1 
Lord help 'em, how I pities all unhappy folks on 

shore now! 

Foolrhardy chaps as live in towns» what dangers 

they are all in ! 
And now th^'re quaking in their beds for fear the 

roof should fidl in. 
Poor creatures how they envies us, and wishes, Tve 

a notion. 
For our good luck^ in sudii a storro^ to be upon the 

ocean. 

Then as to them kept out all day on business firom 

their houses. 
And, late at night, are walking home to cheer their 

babes and spouses. 
While you and I upok the deck are annfortably 

fying, 
My eyes, what tiles and chimney-pots about their 

heads are flying ! 

And often have we seamen heard how men are killed 

or undone. 
By overturns in carriages, and thieves, and ires, in 

London; 
We've heard whni nAa all landsmen run, from no- 

blemen to tailors. 
80^ Billy, let's diank Providence that yon and I aie 

sidlors. 
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Tbe Mariner's Bride. ^ 

Hark ! o'er the'Wate, the north tblagt is bowling. 
Look, from the skies, the tempest is scowling : 
Down on the heach where wUd waves are rushmg, 
Li one, from whose eye the o^d tear is gashing : 
She look'd on the shore, &ere, helpless and shattered. 
The wreck, like h^ hopes, to the wild winds are 
spattered. 

There stood the lone one in comfortless sorrow, 
'Till sunlight again burst forth on the morrow ; 
The tempest was hush'd, no wind crossed the ocean ; 
But mom could not calm her bosom's emotion, 
£be weeps for her love, o'er the billows a ranger. 
On night such as this of darkness and danger. 
Well may she weep, poor mariner's Imde, 
Well may she weep, poor mariner's bride. 



Fair Rose bfM Clianas alone tor Me, 

They say my heart is not sincere, 

Aiid fickle as the moon, my mindy 
Periiaps to some I may appear 

Inconstant as the sportive wind ; 
But oh ! when Rosa deigns to smile. 

No other eye has charms for me. 
My wav'ring thoughts her looks beguile. 

To rove, I feel no longer free! 

No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no ; 
Fair Rose has charms alone for me. 

I do not sigh in shady groves, 
I ramble not by purling streams ; 

But love to be where beauty moves. 
And where the star of pleasure gleams. 
But oh ! when Rosa deigns, dte. 
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Money is your Friend* 

Of fiiendflhip I have heard machialk. 

But you'U find in the end. 
That if distressed at anytime. 

Then nioney is your friend. 
Te% money is your friend — ^is it not! 
Tea, money is your friend — is it noti 
Is it not 1 — ^is it not ? — ^pray tell me now, 
Tes, money ! money ! is your friend. 

If you are sick and like to die, 

And for the doctor send, 
To him you must adyance a fee. 

Then money is your friend. 
Yes, money, &c. 

If you should have a suit at law^ 
On which you must depend ; 

Tou must pay the Uwyer^s brief, 
Then money is your friend. 
Yes, money, &c 

Then let me have but store of gold. 

From ills it will defend ; 
In every exigence of life. 

Dear money is your friend. 

Yes, money, &c 

Wlierefs tlie Sno'vr. 

Written by Miis L. £. Ijlkdoji, and sung by 

BfALIBRAM. 

Where's the snow, the summer snow 

On the lovely lily flower 1 
Where the hues the sun-set shed 

O'er the rose's crimson hour t 
Where's the gold, the pure bright gold. 

O'er the young labnmum flung 1 
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And the fiigrant ngltf that breath'd 
Whence the hyacinth drooping hnngt 
Qoney-gone^ they fdl are gene. 

Youth, where is thine open b][OW t' 

What has quell*d thine eagle eye 1 
Where's thefireshness of thy cheek 1 

And Ihy dark hair's raven dyel 
Where t&e crimson burner now ? 

Where's thine eager step uid sword I 
Where's thine hoar of dreamless sleep? 

Where frank jest and careless word ? 
Gone, gone, they are all gone« 

Where's the ligl^ hall, and where 

All that made its midnight gay 1 
Where's the music of the harp ? 

And the minstrel's knightly lay 1 
Where's the graceful saraband 1 

Where's the lamp of starry light 1 
Where the vases of bright flowers ? 

Where the blushes yet-more bright ? 
Gone, gone^ they are all gone. 



Conke ye Hisconselate* 

By T. Moor. 

(Jome ye disoonsohtte, where'er you languish. 
Come, at the shrine of God fervently kneel, 
Here brin|f your wounded hearts, here tell your an- 
gui^. 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heaL' 

Joy of the con^brdess, light of the straying, 
• Hope, when all others die, fiideless and pure. 
Here speaks the comforter, in God's name saymg, 
' Earth haa no aonrow that Heaven cannot cure.' 
21 Q ' 
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Go. aA tiie i^flM wfa&t boon to brings \ifl, 
What eham ifor ^^cbing htfartt be dm le^e^ 

0ife8t»llMAgl6fMWMproini8e4w|»ring»ii^ 
<E«zth ha* no maww thai Heaven cannot heaL' 

fTk v^kdAi, and^weet mefoltteli 

Aie traSed e^er the tide, 
t^rotn (me tifthbee bright pleaMie huqpm 
That on the waters giide. 
Gay lords are there^ 
« Andladies&b^ ' 
-Along the ship 
They lightly. trip; 
jt-enry not their revelry 
While roving by ihy dder 

Behold the ffloonbeamt darting thtot^ 

The green transperteht trees ; 
And hear the light lesrrov ans^MDBiing 
The whispers of the breeze: 
When winter throvrs ^ 
Her chilling snows 
O'er aU the euth. 
Then give me mirth t 
But oh! tiie dance was never meant 
For maaxuex m^ta Vk» timnb 

BEAldena fonnff and Vendier* 

Maidens yoong and tender, 

Take a hint from me I 
Ne^er yonr heart surren^^ 

Never married be t 
Vyou wed an M bean, 

JfBhras ha will prove s 
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GroiiMe tt aad lookt yoo^ 

Alll^ wayoflove; 
So, ma ic to nt yoiing'and tindir,,* 

Take ft hint from me ! 
Ne*er your heart Borrender, 

Never, married be t 

If a youth you many, 

• You're4>etter not a whilj 

Your plans wiU* all misoanry. 

For he wont nulMnit ! . 
Should you frown, he cries out» 

* Love, honor, and chsy Y 
And though yoii weep your eyes oiit» 

You'll not get your own way I 
•So maiden» young and tender. 

Take a hint from i^e I - 
Ne^er your heart surrender. 

Never married he. 

•i knoir "Wlio, 

How sweet the fiagfrant breath of May, 

At dreary winter's close I • 
And sweet eiich bud and floweret gay. 

And dew-drop on the rose ! 
And sweet to hear the hightmgale 

That iovely rose-bud woe ! 
B9t sweeter far the tender tale 

That's told by I know who, 

TTiat's told by I know who. 

How sweet Ihe iark's shrill voice to hear. 

The blacklHid and the thrush, 
And sweet the linnet's note^ moM near, 

V§on the haiwthom bush ! 
Aad sweet it is at «ve to rote, 
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And he^ the dove's soft c6o ! 
But sweeter fiur the tale of lote. 
Tint's told by I know who, 
Thai's told by I know who. 

nEjr Cottage and. Vine.. 

Here, far away from wealth and |K>w'r, 

As &r from want ifimoy'd. 
My home I've made the simple bow'r, 

That first ifk youth I lov'd ; 
Where snow-ciad moufitairis prondl;^ rise. 

And blooming roses twine. 
Where geiitle waters flow arounl^ 

My.icottage and my vine. 

Dear home of innocence and peace, 

The vale of early jrears, 
In thee Til bid my sorrows cease> 

And dry my flowing^ tears ; 
Poir ev'iy joy the heart tan prove, ' 

Or wish, will here be mine ; 
li^th friends lon^ lov'd Fll gladly share 

My cottage and my vine. 

See mux Oam iirit]^ f eatlierea ^prar* 

By 8iF J. A.. STEVKNSdif. 

See our oars with feather'd spray. 
Sparkle in the beam of day, 
In our little bark we glide, 
Swiftly o'er the silent Ude ; 

From yonder4one and rocky shore, 
. The warrior hehnet to restore ; 
And sweet the morning breeies blow. 
While thus in measured time we row. 
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' I have lov6d thee, dearly loved |he0, 
Thfough an age of worldly wo, 
How ungrateful I have proved tfaee, 

~ Let my mournful exile «how. 
Ten long years of anxious sorrow, 

Hour fay hour I counted o'ei^ 

Loolung forward till to-mprrow,. 

Every day I loved thee more. 

Power nor splendor could not charm me, 

I no joy in wealth could s^ 
N(lr Qlmld threats or feartf alarm me, 
. Save the fear of losing thee ; 
Wlien the s^rms of fortune preawd thee, 
' I have wept to see thee' weep, 
When relentless cares distresied fhee^ 
I have lulled those cares to sleep. 

Tlie Sprig of SbiUelAbv 

Ocfa, love is the soul of a nate Irishman, 
He loves all the lovely, loves aU that he can. 

With his sprig of shillelah and shamrock so green $ 
His heart is good-humored — 'tis honest and aoond. 
No malice or hatred is there to be found, 
He courts and he marries, he drinks and he fights, 
For^ove, all fbi^^love, for in tiiat he delights, 
■ With his sprig of shillelah and shamrock so green. 

I Who has e'er had the luck to see Donnybrook fiur. 

An Irishman sAl in his gloiy is th«re. 

With his sprig of shillelah and shamrodc so green ; 
His clothes spick and span new without e'er a Mpeck, 
A neat Barcelona tied round his white neck : 
He goes to a tent, and he spends half a erown, 
He meets with a friend, aiid Ibr love knoduhim down 
With a mrig of dullelah and damnock 90 1 
21* 



At erening retoming, ^ts ^mewsod he goes, ^ ^ 

His heutMft witli. wtuskey, his head <<ift witti bkyws 

From a ^g of shillelaii and ^amfock so-gieen* 
He meets with his Shelah, wh9» hlosbiDg a-smile. 
Cries, *Get ye goae^ Pat,' yetconseatsaU the while ; 
To the priest then they go-»«iid, nine months after 

that, - i 

A ^e baby dries oat, 'How d'ye do^ faHihef Pat, . 1 

With your aprig of shiUelah ^od shamrock ao j 
. green r 

Bless the country, say j, that gave Patrick his birdi. 
Bless the land of the oak, and its neig^tbo^ni^ earth. 

Where grows the shillelah and shamrock sa gieeiiy 
May the sons- of the Thanles, the ;Tweed^ and the 

Shannon, 
Drab the foe woo dares plant on our confines a can- 
non ; 
United and happy, at loyalty'is shrine, 
May the rose, leek and thistle, long doariaii and twine 

Bound a sprif of shillelah and shamroek so'greeiu 

WLr IpT-ely Bnmette, 

My lovely brunette, to your Spanish -guitar, 

Tis sweet to be dancing ben^th the night ster ; 

Now winding through maxes, now cidling eve flofvan 

We^ng with dewndrc^ from Spain's sukiy bowfis. 

My own native shores could Lever forget, 

I i^ould blame your guitar and your light castanet 

But my charming bronette, 'twere sweeter to me, 
To be seated beneath my own hawthorn tree ; 
To be telling my tale in my dear native isle. 
My Spanbh love smiling upon me the viidle. 
Oh ! there by the moonlight, 'twere sweeter bj fiur. 
To daiioe» my braneftte, to your Spanish gmttr. 



Th« daybeam is over the am. 

Oh baite etery baik, to the ihore; 
^^J9J in the morning can be, 

With moonlight tnir pleasave is o^er : 
Peihape it is sweet on th^ hiUs 

To watch how the daylight ^pean^ 
Ta see it all bright in the r^ 

And shining throu^ night's dewy ttaoL 

But oh ! in the wild hoor ef night. 

When load winds are hashed to a bieXs^ 
With mosle and moon-beams so brigfal, 

"Hs heaven to glide o'er the seas. 
How sweet 'tis to watch the bright gkyif » 

And taste Uie wild freshness of beavent 
How sweet 'tis to gaze on below 

The'likeness the blue wave has ghen. 

To breathe the soft night air,'perfam'4 

With the sighs of &e groves on the duoff 
To see how the moon has.illom'd 

The droppings that fall from the 9n, 
8ach pleasures the mora never gave, 

Then haste, every Gondolet, on. 
Oh, who would remain on the wave 

When moonlight and music are fopA. 



Aula Bol»iii Grmr* 

Written by Lady Ankb BAaSAJto. 

Wheft the she^ an in the &a]d» and tlM ^ at 



An4 •* the warid to sleep aie gaae ; 

The wies of my heart & in shavetafine Biy c^e^ 

While my gudeman lies sound hf mi. 



:,i 
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ToQDg Jamie lo^ me weel, and he -soiight me §ar 

hia bride; 
But saviiiff a crown he had naething bedde. 
To mak' me crown a pound, my Jamie gaed to sea ; 
And tb^ crown and the pound were baith for me. 

He hadna' been gone a week but only twa. 

When my father brake his arm, and ovir coyr wiw 
stown awa*, 

My mither she fell rick, and my Jaiiiie at the sea. 

And auUl Bobin Gray came' a courting me. 
J My fiither couldna' work, and my mithar "doug^toaT 

I spin; 

I toii'd day and nigh^ but their bread I eouldna' 
.win; 

Auid Rob maintained them baith, and wi' team m 
! his e'e, 

8aid, ' Jenny, for their sakesy-O marry me ^ 

My heart it said Nay — ^I look'd for Jamie badk ; 

But the wind it blew high, and the ship it was a 
wrack. 

The diip it was a wraok ; why didna' Jenny die t 
j Oh ! why was I spared to dy Wae's me ! 

My fiither urged sair'— my mither didna' speak, 
I So they gi'dhim my hand, thou^ toy heiurt was as 

jj tile sea, 

f! Now auld Robin Gray is gudeman to me. 

;i 

^ I hadna' been a wife a week but only four. 

When ntting sae mournfully ae night at Uie door, 
I saw my Jamie's wraith — ^for I couldna^ think it he, 
Till he said, 'I'm come back, love, to marry thee.' 

sair did we greet, and muckle dUd we say^ 
We took but ae kiss, and we tore ourselves awa^, 

1 wish'd I were dead — ^but I'm no like to die } 
Oh ! why do I live to say Wae's me ! 
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r gang like a ghaist, and I carena' to spin, 
I darena* think on Jamie, hi that wotud be a on ; , 
But FU do my best a gude ^wife to' be, 
For add Robin Gray is kind to me: 
' Nae laager she wept— her tears were a' spent- 
Despair It was come, and she thought it content, 
8he thought it content ; but her dieek it grew .pale. 
And she droop*d lil^ a lily broke down by the halL' 

Bring Floiv^ers. 

By Mrs. Hemams. 
Bring lowers, young flowers, to the festal board. 
To writhe the cup ere the wine is poured. 
Bring flowers ! they are springing in wood and Tile^ 
Their breath floats out en the southern gale, 
And the touch of the sunbeam hath waked the rose, 
To deck the hall where the bright wine flows. 

Bring flowers, to strew in the conqueror's path- 
He hath shaken thrones wjth his stormy wrath^ 
He comes with the spoils of nations back ; 
The vines lie crush'd in his diariot's track ; 
The turf looks red wliere he won the day ; — 
Bring flowers to die in the conqueror's way. 

Bring flowers to the captive's lonely cell, 
They have tales of the joyous woods to tell. 
Of ^e iiree. blue stream^, and the glowing dcy. 
And the bright world shut from hu languid eye. 
They will bear him a thought of the sunny hours. 
And a dream of .hid youth — briofir him flow«n, wild 
flowers. 

Bring flowers, fresh flowers, for the bride to wear ! 
They were horn to blush in her shining hair. 
She is leaving the home of her childish mirth ; 
8he hath bid farewell to her frkther'a hearth } 
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Her place U now by anoth^t 8id»^ 

Bring flowenfiw the ^xkM of the &ir yoonfhiidtu 

Bring flowers, pale flowers^ o'er the hist'io shed, 
A crown for the brow of the eariy^ dead ! 
For this, through its leaves bath the white roee biunt; 
For this, in tho woods was the "violet nursed. 
Thotigfa they smile in vain for what <nice was warn. 
They are love's last gif^-^ring ye flowers, pala 
flowers. 

Bring flowers to die shrine whece we kneel in piayor. 
They are nature's ofieiing, their place is then : 
They i^eak of hope to the fiunting heart; 
With a Toioe of promise they, come and part 
They sleep in dust through the wintry hours; 
They break forth in glory—rteing flffwoBi, hnsf 
flowers! 

malteae SkMttmanta Songr* 

See, brothers, see, how the night comes on, 

Slowly sinks the setdng sun, 

Hark! howthe solemn vesper's sound . 

Sweetly fidls upon the ear ; 
Then haste, let us worii till the daylight's o'ar, 
Then fold our nets as we row to the shore, 
Our toil and danger being o'er-^ 
How sweet the boatman's wdcome hoow ! . 
Home, home, home, the IxH^aan's weloooM home. 
Sweat, O sweet, ihe boatman's wdcome hooMl 
Then haste, l^^us work, iScc. 

See ho«r the tt|)«i of dvyHgfat'dWi 

How sweet to hear the tender aigh ! 

O when the toil of labor's o^er, 

Row, awifUy ro^ to the shioni 1 
Then h*ste, Ui us wqric tiU the digrlight> o'«i^ 
Then fold our neti «i ^p^wwlo ^ jhwi. 
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For fiune oe gold.wh«re'«r w« roam, 
No KMmd fo sweet as welocme home ! 
HoiD% hqpie, home, tiie boatman's wrioome horn* ! 
Swee^ Q sweet, the ixMtman's wekome homt I 
Then haste, let us wofk,.&«. 

WrrewOng Snmg to (Mo TUrglA at S<MU 
By Bfn. Hbmaiis; 
Ato sanctiaama« 
We lift our souls to Ihee, 
Oia pro nol»s, 
Tis mght-^ oh the sea.^ 

Watch us whilfe shadows l£s, 
Far o'er ^ water spread, 
bear the heart's lonely sig^i — 
:Thme too hath bled. 

Thou that hast looked on deafli. 
Aid us when death is near. 
WlusperBu>f heaven to faith> 
Sweet mother, sweet mother, bMB. 

Ora pro nobi% 

Tl^ wave must rock our sleep, 

Ora mater ora, 

dtarofthede^ 

^riie Sea, 

By Babkt CoH-inwAi.c. 

The sea ! the sea ! the open asft! 

The blue, the firesh, the ever free ! 

Wi&out a matk, without a bound. 

It runneth the earth's wide regions round ; 

It plays with the ekrads ; it miockf the dueib 

Or ]ik« • cffidipdiwiitare lies. 
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Vm cm. the sea ! I'm on the sea ! 

I am^hrae I would everhe; 

With the blue above, and the blue \iekm. 

And silepce wheroBoe'ert go; 

If a storm should come and awa^QB die deep, 

What matter 1 I shall ride and sleep. 

I love, oh ! how I love to ride 
On the fierce ^foaming bursting tide, 
When every mad wave drowns the moon. 
Or whierUes aloft his tempest tune. 
And tells how goeth the world below. 
And why the Sou'-wesf blasts do blow. 

I never :was on the dull tame shons, - 
But I lov*d the great sea more and more, 
And backwards flew to her billowy breaait» 
Like a bird that seeketh its mother's nest ; 
And a mother she was, and i» to me ; 
For I was born on the open sea ! 

The waves were white, and red the mom. 
In the noisy hour when I was bom ; 
And the whale it whistled, the porpoise roUed, 
And the dolphins bared their backs of gold ; 
And never was heard such an outciy wild 
As welcomed to life ,the ocean-child I 

Fve Uved since then, in calm and striie, 
Full fifty summers a sailor's life, 
With wealth to spend and a power to range. 
But never have sought, nor sighed for change^ 
And Death, wtieneyer he c<»ine4o me, ^ 
Shall come on the wild unbounded selt^! 

mark I tbe Goddess Diana. 

Hark ! the goddess Diana 
Calls aloud for the chase % 
Bns^t Phcbboa awakeui t)i0 JDon^ 
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Rouse, rouse from your slumber, 
And for hunting prepare, 
For the huntsman is winding bis bom. 

See ! the hounds are unkennelFd,^ 
And all ripe fot^tbe chase, 
^ They start to overtake the fleet bare ! 
All danger they're scorning,. 
Aind for hunting preparing ; 
To the field then, brave boys, let's repair , 

Hark Eclio, 

IBiA edu), sweet echo, repeats the k>ud strain. 
The shouting and booting of chaste Dian's train : 
Aurora smiles sweetly, and comes on apace. 
The bounds and the horns call us forth to the chase 

Blind Cupid is banish'd from these happy fields. 
His quiver toBian, the wanton now yields; 
She blunts all his arrows, his pow^r destroys, 
3Vhile the virgins all follow her iimocent joys. 

The Pilsrrim t^atliers. 
Bj Mrs. ficMANS. 
The breaking waves dashed high 

On a stern and rock-bound coast; 
And the woods against a stormy sky. 
Their giant branches tost ; 

And the heavy night hung dark. 

The hills and waters o'er, 
When a band of exiles moored their baik 

On the wild New England shore. 

Not as the conqueror comes, 
Tb^, the true hearted came ;-^ 

Not with the roll of the stirring drums, 
And the trompet that sings of fiun*}— 

32 



Not ai ^-ilyiiig ispme, ^ 

in lUeiice, «nd in feat :•-- 
Tli^ shook tke depths of the deiselrt'i Tgjioom 

With their hymns of lofty cheer. ' 

Ainidst the storm they sang, 

And the stages heard, and the sea ; 

And the sounding^ aisles of the- dim wooda rang 
To the anthem of the free.. 

The ocean eagle soared 

From his nest, by the white wave's foam ; 
And the rockinir pines of the forest' rofo^: — 

This was their welcome home* 

What songfat they thns alar t 

Bright jewels of the mine 1 
The wealth of seas l~-the spoils df war 1 

They soiight a fsdth's pcii« shrine. 

Ay, call it holy gronnd, — 

The soil where first they trod ! * 
They have left unstained what there they fovmd : 

Freedom to toorahip Goi) ! 

iNilce Oonauiii. 

Beep ki a vtie a eottage stood, 

Oft Boag^t by travelefs weary, • 
And long it proved the blest abode 

Of Edward and of Mary. 
For her he chased the mountain goat. 

O'er Alps and glaciers bounding ; 
For her the chamois he would shooty , 

Dark horrors all sunrounding. 
But Bv'ning come, 
H« so«ight niB home, 
Aad«iuQoi» lo^^y woinaii. 



SiielMilM Hie fights 
And et'vy night 
" Tbe cottage rung, 
' As thus thuiy sung : 
Oh! dulce, duke domum. 

But toon, alas ! this sbene of hliM 

Was changed to prospects dreaiy ; 
for war and honor roused each Swisi^ 

And Edward left his Mary. 
To hold St Goduurd's height he msh'd, 

^Gainst Gallia's ibes contending ; 
And, by unequal numbers crush'c^ 
He died his limd defending. 
T^'eT'ning eome, . 
Be aoQght not home, - 
Whilst slie» distracted woman, 
Grown wild with dread, 
. Now seeks him dead ; 
And hears the knell 
Thattnds&reweH 
To dolce^ dtilce domum. 



J(f ow f tUe l4iMi« 

0aDf 1^ BIr. AHDBKioir. 
Now to the fists, brave knights sway^ 

The sun is brightly beaming. 
Oar men at arms aloft display 

Our banners red and streaming ; 
Our crests upon eadi gon&lon 

Soar ptooAly high and waving, 
As though the victory now were w<m» 

By courtly de6d9 and braving. 
M^rch to the lists, brave kmights wtvy, 
V The tramp is fhrBlyaoa^Ung^ 



Ill ' ■ I ' i 1 1 

The heralds call &e gay tourney, 
Our leHtless barlw aie Iwuiiding. 

Mount on our gallant barbs awa3r» - 
While round our hauberks twininig. 

Our ladies' scarfe and colors gay- 
Play, in the sunbeams shining. , 

.With trusty lance and brands away, 
In ladies'^loVe confiding; 

To tilt and play in the courtly fray, 
'NeaA bright eyes proudly riding. 
March to tl^e lists, iScc 

I can Hd you good morning, good day, or good nig^t. 
At expense^ of perhaps one &int si^. 

Since I know a few hours will renew my de- 
Ught;— 
But, oh ! when I Wd you gbod-by-^ 

My tongue becomes dull, and my heayt becomes chiH, 
And warm tears shut out light from each eye ; 

My soul feels forebodings of deadliest HI, 
When. I try, love, to bid you good-by. 

Then send me not firom you, love^^do let ihe stay^ 

For I can't speak the word if I try ; 
Mom fnd ffre I wHl wish you good night and good 
day. 

But I can't nor I won't say good-by ! 

My Beautiful Jean. 

By J. J. WiMiSOK. 
(Bow broke the mom o'er the eastern hills glintin' 

White o'ei the linns fell the foam o' the burn. 
The laVrock and mavis their carols were obantin'. 

When lanely I wander'd.my: s<»tow to moum. 
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Sweet bloomed the heather amang the green budLan, 
Dew-deck'd the gowan and daisy were aeen ; 

But a flow'ret I miss'd there, the queen too I reckon. 
Of a' bonnie blossoms^ my beautiful Jean. 

, For Jeanie had fallen as droops the fair lily, 

Or mild blushing rose 'neath the deluging rain ; 
For Jeanie had £iillen, the sweet maid of IQllie, 
In trusting to many and doubting of ane. 

8ii^ on, thou blithe lav'rock, thy song to the momln', 
The tears of remembrance shall flow frae my e'en, 

Qloom on, ye wild 'flowers, the breckan adomin*, 
Ye'll mind me in sorrow of beautiful Jean. 



Sandy o^er tlio lica. 

Am — " Comin' thro' the rye." 
I winna marry ony man but Sandy o*er the lea ; 
1 winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lea : 
I winna hae the dominee, for guid he canna be. 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lea, 
For he*8 ay a-kissing, kissing, ay sh-kissing me : 
He's ay fr-kiasing, kissing, ay a-kissing me. 

I winna hae the minister, for all his godly looks: 

Nor yet will I the lawyer hae, for a* his wily crooks; 

I winna hae the ploughman lad, hor yet will I the 
miller. 

But I will hae my Sandy lad> without a penny sil- 
ler. 

For he's ay a-kissing, &c. 

I winna hae the soldier lad, for he gangs* to the war, 
I winna hae the sailor lad, because be smeUs o' tar :* 
I winna hae the lord nor laird, for a' their meikle gear. 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the muir. 
For he's ay a-kissing, &c. 

a2» R 
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Ttke Kiss. 

By Lord Btkon. 
Hie kiwy dear maid, thy lips have left, 

Shall never part from mine, 
Till happier hours restore the gift 

Untainted bacK to thine. 
The parting glance that fondly gleams. 

An equal love may see. 
The tear that from the eyelid streams 

Can weep no change in me. 

Thekissj&c 

I ask no pledge to make .me blest, 

In gazing when alone ; 
Nor one memorial tor a breast, 

Whose thoughts are all thine own. 
By day or night, in weal or wo. 

That heart, no longer free. 
Must bear the love it cannot show. 

And fiilent ache for thee. 

The kiss, &c 

TUe IVorld's Ileceit* 

* By A. Brooke. 

*n» said the joys which childhood knows, no future 

ag6 can bring, 
For evtry ptth is strewed with flowers, when life is 

in its spring : 
And fondly men regret the days, they ne'er again 

shall see- 
But I can scarce regret their loss, they never bloom- 
ed Ibf me ! 

"When youth the flattering speU receives, <^ love 

from woman's heart, 
H« cannot, will not, think how soon, those rainbow 

dreams depart 
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It is indeed a ftirer show, ^lat steals away the 

mind — 
But oh! to lift the Teil and see, the hoUowness behind! 

Aioond the sons of wealth and pow'r, some glitter- 
ing phantoms play : 

Are these the friends to soothe in age— to cherish 
in decay 1 , 

No ! when the star of fortune sets, their fidthless 
hearts recoil. 

They leave the wretch, alone to weep, or retel in 
his spoil ! 

Hius man niust still repose upon some visionaiy stay, 
Entwine his spirit round a shade, — and feel it shrink 

away : 
But when, from every earthly joy, the feinting soul 

is riven. 
In mercy spare the thread, on which he hangs his 

hopes of heaven. 

Tbe Clftoug-lft and Croir. 

A CELEBRATED GIPSY GLEE. 

The chough and crow to roost are gone. 

The owl sits on the tree, 
The hushed wind wails, with feeble moan, 

Like infant charity. •• 

The wild fire dances on the fen. 

The red star sheds its ray, 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry men, 

It is our op'ning day.' 
Chorus, — Uprouse ye, then, my merry, men, Ac 

Both child and nurse are fest asleep. 

And closed is every flower. 
And winkipg tapers faintly peep 

High from my lady's bower ; 
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Bewildered hinds, 'with shortened ken, 

Shrink on their moi^y way ; 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry men, 

It is our op'ning day. 

Uprouse ye, then, &c. 

Nor board noif gamer own we now. 

Nor roo^ nor latched door, 
Nor kind mate, bound by holy -vow. 

To bless a good man's store ; 
Noon lulls us in a gloomy den. 
And night is grown our day, 
Uprouse ye, then, my meny men, 
' And use it as you may. 

Uprouse ye, then, &c. 

Kitty of Coieralne. 

IKISB HELODT. 

As beautifiil Kitty one morning was tripping 

With a pitcher of milk from the fair of Coleraine, 
When die saw me, she stumbl'd, the pitcher it 
tumbi'd. 

And all the sweet butter-milk watered the plain. 
Oh, what shall I do now 1 ^twas looking at you now, 

Sure, sure, such a pitcher Fll ne'er meet again ; 
Twas the prji^ of my dairy, O, Barney IVTLeary, 

Tou're sent as a plague to the girls of Coleraine. 

I sat down beside her, and gently did chide her. 

That such a misfortune should give her such pain, 
A kiss then I gave her, and before I did leave her. 

She vow*d for such pleasures she'd break it again* 
Twas hay-making season, t can't tell the reason. 

Misfortune will never come single 'tis plain. 
For very soon after poor Kitty's ^Usaster, 

The devil a pitcher was whole in Coleraine. 
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To tlie ■ettingr Moon* 

AiE— 'Ply not yet.* 
Fly ndt yet, thou radiant Moon, 
Nor gink on Thetb' lap so soon ; 
Those rays that light those western dues 
Still conjure up the magic ties 

• Of love's endearing chain : 
Ties that defy e*en hoary time, 
Or change of scene, or change of clime. 
While round this heart, with truth still glowing, 
Nature's purple tide is flowing ; 

Oh ! stay— Oh! stay— 
Nor let the web thy beams have wove 
In mem'ry's loom for her I love. 

So soon l>e rent in twain. 

Thy silver orb recalls the hour. 
When, at her touch, soft music's power 
Through every sense transported stole. 
And o'er her song my captive soul 

In silent wonder hung : 
For such th' enchantment of her strain. 
That bliss itself thrilled high with pain ; 
But, as I fled those maddening pleasure?. 
Soft she sighed, in Lydian measures. 

Oh ! stay— Oh ! stay-^ 
The hours that glide on rapid y^g 
Such dear delights so seldom bring ; 

Then fly not yet so soon ! 

' Fly not yet* — What spell divine 
Breathes o'er the cadence of that line. 
When trembling on her ai\gel tongue, 
Jn dulcet notes, like those which sung 

Creation's dawning day ! 
E'en here, amid the holier balm 
Or Grecian skies in midnight calm, 
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ITHifle nknrtal KMrndsare soiik in shunben, 

tHflff mA still Iveathes thoee meltiiig numbefs — 
Oh ! stay— Oh ! stoy— 
And thns, sweet Moon, «fay setting ^^ 
Pfokmgi the di^am that hangs to-night 

On ^lat lemembeied lay. 

OM I tbiiilL not I ajn ialM. 

By J. 6. Kmc 
Oh ! ^link not I am Moe as wr, , 
, Which perhaps a moment i^ianges ; 

Oh I think not I love dark or feir. 

Just as my &ncy ranges. * 
For the love which in my bosom ^ows, 

I swear can wander never ; 
Within mine heart thy image grows, 
And there shall grow forever. 

Oh ! think not I am idly caught, 

By ev*ry passing beauty ; 
Oh ! think not I can e*er be taught, 

To swerve, love, from my duty. 
Thy beauteous smiles have won my heart, 

I adore thee, though we sever; 
I swear, dear girl, although apart. 

That I will love thee ever. 

TMe Poetfs last Sonfr* 

The muse of song has long forsaken. 

This breast by sorrow worn, 
Her flight to happier bosoms taken, 
That know not yet to mourn. 
* Yfit haply, there may linger still, 

■ t Taint traces of her earlier skill ! 

For thee, for thee, Maria ! 
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Thou'rt yonns ! oh ! would that youth un&ding 

Might aye beam firom thine eye, 
Nor years, with care, thy bright brow shading, 

Teach thee what 'tis to sigh : 
Alas ! I feel the fond hope vain. 

And check the too delusive strain, 
For thee, for thee, Maria f 

But why, the songrster*8 art mistaking. 

Who loves with joy to dwell. 
Touch I upon a theme awaking 

The thoughts I would dispel 1 
Nayx%ase, nay cease, thou gloomy pen ! 

Grief shall not tauit its strains again. 
For thee, for thee, Maria ! 

In vain I try, no chord responding. 

Will yield a vmce of mirth. 
And I r^gn all hope, desponding. 

To those of kindlier birth. 
Yet there are lighter breasts, that will 

Pour foith the song with happier skill. 
For thee, for thee, Maria! 

rrbe ETeninir Star. 

By B. Cornwall. 
The Evening Star, the lover's star. 
The beautiful star comes hither ! 
He steereth his bark 
Through the azure dark, 
And brings us the bright blue weathor, love !^ 
The beautiful bright blue weather. 

The birds lie dumb when the night stars come. 
And silence broods o'er the covers ; 
But a voice now wakoi 
In the thorny brakes. 



364 AMEBlCAN WnXSTREL. 

An I singeth a song for lovers, — ^Loto ! 
A sad sweet song for lovers ! 

It singeth a song, of grief and wrongs 
A passionate song for others ; 
Yet its own sweet pain 
Can never be vain. 
If it 'wakeneth love in others,-— Love t 
It 'wakeneth love in others. 



Angler's Duet. 
By Mist Scott. 

Anxious by the gliding stream, 
See the steady anglers watch ; 
Trying eVry wily scheme, 
The heedless finny tribe to cald^ 
Hnshlhmsh! 

Not a Inreath. 
Fve a nibble ! 

StiU as death. 
Strike ! strike ! 

Now take heed. . 
Play it, play it 

Pshaw! 'tis a weed, 
Zfoonds ! 't is a weed. 

Still with patience, on the shore, 
They dear the line, and try onoe more. 
And thus they toil &om mom till nigh^ 
But then they get — 

Get what ! 

A bite. 
O I the joys of angling ; O ! the joys of angling. 

Now the drizzling rains descend. 
Now the sheltering tree they court, 
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Still their watchful looks they bend ; 
Rain and clouds ensure them sport 
Hvuk I hush ! 

There's a bitfi! 
We lAiall have rare sport to night ; 
How it tugs ! 

It's a pike. 
Play him, play dim. 

He weakens. 

Strike! 

But ere they get it to the shore. 
He snaps the line, they're balk'd once more ; 
Then home they go, the tale is told. 
That they have caught — 

Caught what ? 

'A cold! 
O ! the joys of angling ; O I the joys of angling. 

MermaidT'e Song-. 

Follow, fallow through the sea. 

To the mermaid's melody : 

Safely, freely shalt thou range, 

Through things dreadful, quaint, and strange. 

And through liquid walls behold 

Wonders that may not be told. 

Treasures too tor ages lost. 

Gems surpassing human cost, 

Fearless, follow, follow me, 

Through the treasures of the sea. 

Faults of tbe Fair. 

The fiiults of the Mr sex are trifling and few. 
And of these will I make no selection ; 

All, all are so gentle,' so good, and so true, 
They deserve man's best gift— his a£fectioii. 



Alone here without them, deeerted indeed 
Should we fed, and be kiet in deiectkm ; 

As die son totibe eaidi, so toman is decreed. 
To be Uest with dear woman's aflertion. 

O! givemebotdiisynotawidihaYelkfty 
UnfalfilTd not a painful reflection ; 

*Tis mj pimj'r^diat in this world I ne'er be beicft 
Of Aat blessing— dear wcHnan^ aftctian> 

TMe Fairies' Soo^. 

▲ TKIO. 

Within this sheltered mooj deO, 
From mntal ken, we friiies dwell, 
Whoi the garish eye of day 
Beams abroad its golden ray. 

lif^ dancing on the daisied ground. 
Our wanton rings we trace around. 
When the moon, with paly li^t, 
€rems the modest Inrow of nig^ 

Around the mushroom's tawny breast, 
Tis there we hold our elfin feast ; 
Honey'd stores of saflfron hue. 
Aeoni cups of nectar'd dew. 

sweetly thus our moments fly. 
Till soon the rosy dawn we spy ; 
Then to taste the balmy deep 
In purple bells we softly creep. 

I see them on their ^viadinar iray* 

By Bishop Hbber. 

1 see them on their winding way, 
About their ranks the moonbeams play ; 
Their lofty deeds, and daring high, 
Blend with the notes of victory ; 
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And waying anns, uid banneni bright, 
Are glancing 4n the mellow light 
Tbej're lost and gone— 4he moon if paft. 
The wood's dark diade is o*er tliem cast. 
And &inter, fiuntei; fidnter still. 
The march is rising o'er the hill. 

I see them, dec dec 

Again, again, the pealing drom. 
The clashing born — they come, they come ; 
Through rocky pass, o'er wooded steep. 
In long and gHttering files they sweep ; 
And nearer, nearer, yet more near. 
Their soften'd chorus meets the ear. 
Forth, forth, and meet them on their way. 
The tran^)ling hoo& brook no delay ; 
"With thrilling fife, and pealing drum. 
And clashing horn — they come, they come. 
I see them, dec dec* 

?• siyla yet feel mm ]mUiu 

To ngh yet feel no pain. 

To weep yet scarce know why ; 
To sport an hour with beauty's chain. 

Then throw it idly by ; 
To kneel at many a shrine, 

Tet lay the heart on none ; 
To think all other charms divine. 

But those we just have won ; 
This is love—careless love — 
Such as kindleth hearts that rove. 

To keep one sacred flame 

Throagfh life unchill'd, unmov'd ; 

To love in wintry age the same 
That first in youth we lov'd ; 
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To feel that we adore 

Tb such refined excess, ' 
That though the heart would break Willi more. 

We eould not live with lets ; 
This is love — ^fiuthfiii love, — 
Such as saints might feel above ! 

ItKary, list, aiviUce I 

Mary, dear Mary, list, awake ! 
And now like the moon thy slumbers break. 
There is not a taper, and scarcely a sound. 
To be seen or heard in the cottages round, 
The watch-dog is silent, thy fotW sleeps. 
And love, like the breeze, to thy window creeps. 
The moonlight seems listening all over the land. 

To the whispers of angels like thee ; 
O lift, but a moment, the sash with thy hand. 

And kiss but that hand to me, 

My love, Mary ! 

Kiss but that hand to me ! 

Gently awake, and gently arise ! 

Oh, for a kiss to unclose thine eyes ; 

The vapor of sleep should fly softly ^e while. 

As the breath on thy looking-glass breaks at thy smile! 

And then I would whisper thee never to fear. 

For Heaven is all round thee when true love is i 

Just under the woodbine, dear Mary, I stand. 

Still looking and listening for thee ; 
O lift, but a moment, the sash with thy hand. 

And kiss but that hand to me,* 

My love, Mary ! 

Kiss but that hand to me ! 

Haik ! — do I hear thee 1 — ^Yes, 'tis thou. 

And now there's thy hand, and I see Uiee now i 
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Thou look'st like a rose in a ciygtal stream, 
For thy face, love, is bathed in the moonlight gleam ! 
And, oh ! could my kisses like stream-circles rise. 
To dip in thy dimples and q>read round thine eyes ! 
How sweet to be lost in a night such as this, 

In the arms of an angel like thee ! 
Nay, stay but a moment — one moment oi bliss,' 

And nmile but forgiveness to me, 
I My love, Mary ! 

Smile bat forgiveness to me. 

Nobody, sweet, can hear our sighs, 
Thy voice jast comes-«i the soft air and dies. 
Dost thoa gaze on the moon ? I have gazed as I rove. 
Till I thought it has breathed heaven's blessing on 

love; 
Till Fve stretched out my arms, and my tears have be- 
gan, 
And nature,' and heaven, and thou, seemed but one. 
Fare thee well, sweetest Mary, the moon's in the west. 

And the leaves shine with tear-drops like thee ; 
So draw in thy charms, and betake thee to rest, 
O, thou, dourer than life to me. 

My love, Mary ! » 

Thou dearer than life to me. 

Tell me, are ye sleepin', Mafffl^Iel 

Air— "Roy'a Wife." 
Ten me, are ye sleepin', Maggie ? 

Tell me, are ye sleepin^ Maggie ? 
Let me in, for loud the linn 

Is roarin' o'ei the warlock craigie ! 
JMiik and rainy is the nighty 
\ No a stam in a' the carie, 
Xightnings gleam athwart the lift. 

And winds drive on wi' winter's fury. 
23^ Tell me, A«. 
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Fearfb' flongbs^ the boor^ree bank, 

The rifted wood Toara wild and dftaiie^ 

Lond the iron jett does clank. 
And cry o* howlets make n«e eeriet. 
Tell me, &c 

Aboon xny breatk I dauma i^ieek, 
For fear I riie your waukiife dad^ ; 

Canld's the blast upon: my cheek ; 
O rise, rise my bonny lady. 
Tell me, dec 

She op't the door, she let him in» ^ 
He cuist aside his dreepin' ph^die; 

'Blaw y<mr warst, ye rain and win', 
Since Maggie, now I 'm in aside ye;' 



I'll be a BaclMler--BeTer« 

Air~*'A Highland laddie heard of war.** 

The night was dark, the winds blew lood. 

My fire by fits was blinking ; 
Says I I'm almost forty-five, 

And what have I been thinking. 
Then shall I wed, or shall I not. 

Shall I be lonely ever ; 
And spurn great nature's noblest law 1 

I'll be a lachelor — ^never. 

A bachelor ! such a useless thing, 

The world is not possessing ; 
None shares the blank within his heart, 

To none he ils a blessing. 
If he has wealth some wish him dead» 

If poor he's shnn'd forever ; 
Er'n ridies cannot purdiase UJas, 

m be a boidielor — ^never. 
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But O ! it's unco sair to bear, 
When dark misfoitune's hovering^ near. 
The purse proud look, the haughty sneer t 
But whistle o'er the lave oX 

Tis then our sunshine friends grow cool. 
An' fin' at length you were a fool. 
But what o' that ye just maun snool : 
But whistle o'er the lave o't. 

Then brithers try the villain's part. 

An' tear the bleeding broken heart, 

Nor grieve to see the tear-drop start : 

But whistle o'er the lave o't * 

. The man o' wealth we've seen to day^ 
In a' his glory proudly gay, 
The mom has seen him pass away : 
But whistle o'er the lave o't. 

\ I care na for mysel ava, 

\ But I hae barnies three an' twa, 

. Wha aye were unco snood an' braw ; 

J But whistle o'er the lave o't. 

[ They hae a mother unco kind, 

[ I hae a wifie to my mind, 

I So I maun just some comfort find : 
' An* whistle o'er the lave o't 



Tbe liUle Iflouiitaiiieer. 

As Bung by Foote. 

Good morrow to the morning new, 

I' The fields and flow'rets bright with dew ! 

Crood morrow, shepherd lads, to you» 
Good morrow, maidens dear ! 
S 
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Good moROW to oar holiday, 
And all who Ust my tuneful ky. 
Or join upon her meny way 
Ifour lUtle Mountaineer ! 

Lai de ra, See 

Look down on yonder Talley, where 
The lifted garlands scent the air; 
And busy dames the feast prepare, 

"With all its joyous cheer. 
Good morrow, stranger, kind and fidr ! 
Would you with us the revel share, 
With hearty welcome follow theie 

Your little Mountaineer. 

Lai de ra, Sec 

For there, with dance and Inridal song, 
'Tis mine to lead the jocund throng, 
Wher? Carl, the hunter, blithe and young. 

Receives his Lena dear. 
Oh, happy, happy, may they be, 
Who knows what fate may next decree? 
Perhaps ere long a chance for me, 

Your Uttle Mountaineer. 

Laldera, dice 

Tlae Bajmer •! Blue, 

A« rang by Bfadame Vbstris. 
Strike np ! strike up ! strike up ! Soottishminstrelaio 

Tell of Wallace, that brave warlike man ; 
&ng also of Bruce— your banners display. 

While each chief leads on his bold clan. 
Here's success, Caledonia, to thee. 

To the sons of the thistle so true, 
Then march ! gaily march ! so cantie and free, 

Theie'a none like the banners so blue. 
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Mardi on ! march on ! march on ! to the Imoen 

trumpet's sotmd. 

How quickly m battle, in battle array ; 
Each brave Highland chief assembles biis men, 

And they march to the bagpipes so gay, 
Here's success, Caledonia, to thee, 

To the sons of the thistle so true ; 
Then march ! gaily march ! so cantie and free. 

There's none like the banners so blue. 



As IGTitlier aii9 i. 

As mither an' I sat spinning ae day, 

Young Donald cam' owre the lea ; 
Now what could I do, or what could I say. 

For I kent he cam' courting o' me. 

Now minnie had always been telling o' me 
To scornfully treat the young laddie ; 

But wha could resist his paukie black e'e. 
Not I nor the wealthiest lady. 

'Twas simmer, an' nature hersel' was a' gay. 

An' Donald I kent was leal ; 
He gied me his han', and bid me away. 

Whiles minnie she slept at her wheel. 

The birdies were warbling their simmer notes 
sweet, 

As lightly we tripp'd owre the lea, 
An' scarcely a gowan fell 'neath the feet 

O' gallant young Donald an' me. 

An* when frae her sleep awoke the anld dame, 

I ween she was sairly affrighted ; 
But never again we returned to her hame 

Till Donald an' I were united. 



J 
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mie star spangrloA Banner. ^ 

Oh ! Bay, can you see, by th6 dawn's early light, 
What 80 proudly we hail'd at the twilight's last gleam- 

ingi 1 

Whose broad stripes and bright stars, through the 

perilous fight, 
O'erthe ramparts we watch'd were so gallantly stream- 
ing; 
And the rocket's red glare, the bombs bursting in air. 
Gave proof through the night that our flag was still 

there. 
Oh ! say, does that star spangled banner yet wave, 
O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave ? 

On the shore dimly seen, through the mists of the deep. 
Where the foes's haughty host in dread silence repo- 

What is that which the breeze, o'er the low'ring steep, 
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half discloses 1 
Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first beant. 
In full glory reflected, now shines on the stream. 
Tis the star spangled banner, oh ! long may it wave, 
O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave. 

And where is that band, tvho so vauntingly swore. 
That the havoc of war and the battle's confusion, 
A home and a <M>untry shall leave us no more ? 
Their blood hath wash'd out their foul footsteps pol- 
lution. 
No refuge could save, the hireling and slave, 
From the terror of flight, or the gloom of the grave. 
And the star spangled banner in triumph doth wave. 
O'er thee land of ^e firee, and the home of the brave. 

Oh ! thus be it ever, when fireemen shall stand 
> Betwem tfaeb loVd home, and the war's desolation ; 



r 
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Blest ^ith vict'iy and peace, may the heaven roscued 

land, 
Praise the power that hath made and preserved us a 

nation. 
Then conquer we must, for our cause it is just, 
And this be our motto, '* In God is our turst ; 
And the star spangled banner in triumph shall wave^ 
O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave. 

Sail Colaiii1>ia« 

Hail Columbia, happy land, 
Hail ye patriots, heaven-bom band. 
Who independence first proclaimed. 
Who independence first proclaimed. 
Immortal be that glorious day. 
When first we cast our chains away. 
Let independence be our toast. 
Ever mindful what it cost. 
Ever gprateful for the prize, 
Let its altars reach the skies. 
Firm united let us be. 
Rallying round our liberty ; 
As a band of brothers join'd, 
Peace and safety we shaU find. 

All party toasts we here disclaim. 
Which, joined with wine, the soul inflame ; 
And prove the source of civil broils. 
And prove the source of civil broils. 
Let us this day that made us firee. 
Devote to sacred harmony. 
So rapidly our states increase, 
^CherishM by fireedom, nurs'd in peace, 
If bumpers to each state we take. 
Uproar might all our coontty shake. 
Finn united, d^c- 
34 
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Yet (me to him, we'll grateful give, 
Who in our hearts must ever live ; 
Whose glorious name inscribes above. 
Whose glorious name inscribes above. 
Who such a noble race has run 1 
Who 80 rever'd as Washington ? 
Then, let us independence boast, 
Ne*er forgetting what it cost. 
Ever grateful for the prize. 
Let its altars reach the skies. 

Firm united, &c. 
Let us despise all party zeal, 
Let us but one attachment feel : 
Our country's love alone prevail, 
Our country's love alone prevail. 
Discord avaunt ! we scorn your arta ; 
No jealous doubts disturb our hearts. ^ 
For kings and queens while Europe fights, 
Friendship and peace be our delight. 
The nation's voice is in our laws. 
The nation's will is freedom's cause. 

Firm united, &c. 

Comin' tliro' the Rye. 

If a body meet a body, comin' thro' the rye, 

If a body kiss a body, need a body cry ; 

£v'ry lassie has her laddie, none they say ha'e I, 

Yet a' the lads they smile at me, when comiu tho' 

the lye. 
If a body meet a body, comm' fra' the town, 
If a body greet a body, need a body frown ; 

£v'ry lassie has her, &c 
Among the train there is a swain, I dearly lo'e myiel', 
But what's his name, or where's his hame, I dinna 
4ioo0e to tell. 

Ev'iy laisie has her, Slc 



AKESIOAN milBTBML. 879 

Tlie poor IHrplian Maid* 

Tha* eaily mufortones my lot has attended, 
And sorrow has claimed me her &vorite child. 

Yet the woes of another I still have befriended, 
Twas then for a moment my woes were beguiled ; 

For each tear that was chang'd to a smile by my aid. 

Gave joy to my heart tho' a poor orphan mud. 

When in childhood's past day I saw destiny frown- 
ing. 
While hope would forsake as each proqiect drew 
mgh, 
I caught at each leaf like the wretch who is drowning, 

Tet others I saved not so friendless as I ; 
And each tear that was changed to a smile by my 

aid, 
Gave joy to my heart, tho' a poor orphan maid. 

From experience like mine you this lesson may bor- 
row, 
Ne'er sink unresisting the victim of grie^ 
But soothe a friend's care, 'tis the best balm fan BOt* 
row, 
And'comforting others youll meet with relirf; 
Thus each teat that was changed to a smile by my aid, 
Cheer'd my heart tho' a little poor orphan maid. 

Brifflit Sours iirstore* 

Why should we, the days of our boyhood bewailing^ 

Neglect all the pleasures that lie in our way I 
These sad recollections are sure unavailing, 

The present then let us enjoy while we may ; 
Ne'er regretting the past, no, nor fearing to-morrow. 

Well merrily meet ev'iy care to forget ; 
Tlien join the gay chorus, and, banishing sorrow, 

Beheve that bright hours are in store for ns yet 
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But sudden misfortune may sometimes confound ua. 

And musing on days that are gone force a tear ; 
Ah! then the iov*d playmates of youth were around us: 

To cheer us in sorrow they still may he near. 
While each holiday pastime in &ncy pursuing ; 

Oh ? then in their smile ev*ry care we*ll forget. 
And join the gay chorus, the pleasure renewing. 

Of light frolic days when in childhood we met. 

The joys of our youth should be laid up as treasuren^ 

Which mem*ry may often recall to our view ;. 
And each happy hour which is now wing'd with 
pleasures, 

Well one day delighted in &ney renew. 
Thus enjoyment from days that are gone we may 
borrow^ 

Though softened it be by- a shade of regret ; 
Then join the gay chorus, and banishing sorrow. 

Believe that bright hours are in store for us yet» 

Ah irliy did I gratHer. 

Ah ! why did I gather this delicate flower. 

Why pluck the young bud from the tree 1 
Twould there have bloom'd lovely f(»r many in houi^ 

And how soon will it perish with me ! ^ 
Already its beautiful texture decays^ 

Already it fades on my sight ; 
'Tis thus that chill rancor too often o'erpowem 

The moments o^ transient delight. 
When eagerly presang enjoyment too near. 

Its blossoms we gather in haste ; 
How oft thus we mourn with a penitent tear. 

O'er the joys which we lavished in waste : 
This elegant flower, had I left it at rest» 

Might still have delighted my eyes ; 
But plucked prematurely, and pla^ in my breat^ 

It languishes, withers, and dies. 
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Ae fond Kiss. 

By Burns. 
* Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae fareweU, alas ! forever ! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears V\\ pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 
Who shall say that fortune grieves him 
While the star of hope she leaves him 1 
Me, nae cheerfu* twinkle lights me ; — 
Dark despair around benights me. 

I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy : 
But to pee her, was to love her ; 
Love but her, and love forever. 
Had we never loved sae kindly. 
Had we never loved sae blindly. 
Never met — or never parted. 
We had ne'er been broken hearted ! 

Fare thee well, thou first and fairest ! 
Fare thee well, thou best and dearest ! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 
Peace, enjr yment, love, and pleasure ! 
Ae fond kias, and then we sever ; 
Ae farewell, alas ! forever ! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears Fll pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 

A liinnet sat lone in a Bnslu 

Ac song by Maoamk YBSTaia. 
A linnet sat lone in a bush — 

An unmarried linnet was she ; 
To woo her there came a young thnub — 

A bachelor thrush too was he. 
jj^. La lira, &c.^ 
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The bulfinches, blackbirds, and lafks, 

As fiiends to both parties, flew round. 
And eagerly chirp'd their remarks 

In what bUss such a match must abound. 
La lira, dec. 
Quoth the circle, 'you ne'er can object 

The thrush must be surely your choice-^ 
He's the husband our wisdoms elect. 

All your fiunily give him their voice.* 
Lalira,d;e. 
The linnet replied, in sly tone, 

* Let the thrush take the voice of my friendi. 
FU keep for another my own.' 

My song, with it's moral, here ends, 

La lira, d^ 

Tlio Golden Olrl. 

Lucy is a golden girl, 

But a man, a man ehould woo her ; 
They who seek her, shrink aback. 

When they should, like storms, punue her. 
All her smiles are hid in light. 

All her hair is lost in sple idor. 
But she hath the eyes of night. 

And a heart that's over tender. 
Oh ! Lucy is, dfcc 

Yet the foolish suitors fly, 

(Is't excess of dread or duty ?} 
From the starlight of her eye. 

Leaving to neglect her beauty : 
Men by fifty seasons taught. 

Leave her to a young be^^umer, 
Who without a second thought, * 

Wluspers, woos, and straight mmt win lur. 
Oh ! Lucy is, dec 
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A'vrake ttue Harp^s Slnmber, 

Awake (he harp's dumber to pleasure's soft lay. 
The taper shall dart its beams thro' the hall ; 
From the tempest of war, and the battle's loud bray. 

We'll dearly obey mirth's heart^thriUing calL 
Ah ! change the light strain, bid the sorrow arise, 
To the ghost of each warrior, as pensive it flies ; 
To triumph or death, 
They strode o'er the heath, 
And sweet is ^e sleep that encircles their eyes. 

On the breast of the brave melting beauty shall cling. 

And nobly for him the goblet be crown'd ; 
The feast shall be spread, and the harp's throbbing 
istring 
Shall stream to his praise its magic around. 
Oh ! blest is the efibrt, and light is the toil, 

When we raise the bright spear for our dear na- 
tive soil; 

To triumph or death, 
We strode o'er the heath, 
To fig^t for our countiy, or die with a smile. 

A vrearr liot is tliine* 

By Sir Walter Scott. 

A weary lot is thine, fiur maid, 

A weary lot is thine ; 
To pull the thorn thy brow to braid. 

And press the rue for wine. 
A lightsome eye, a soldier's mien, 

A feather of the blue, 
A doublet of the Lincoln green. 

No more of me you know. 
My love ! 

No more of you know. 



284 AMERfCAN MmSTBEL. 

This morning, merry June, I trow. 

The rose is budding fain, 
But she shall bloom in winter's snow. 

Ere we two meet again. 
He turned his charger, as he spake^ 

Upon the river shore ; 
He gave his bridle reins a shake, 

Said, < adieu, for ever more, 
My love 

Adieu, forever more.' 

. Tbe HiflTltland 'Widoir* 

Oh ! leave me not, my only one. 

Life hath few charms for me. 
And wouldst thou sever that, my son. 

Which binds my heart to thee : 
Leave not the mountains and the heath. 

Thy father used to rove. 
Free as the winds whose mighty breath. 

Roam o'er the land we love. 

Unlike a tree whose root, still dings. 

Where first its branches grew, 
If thou wilt leave me, still thy home 

Shall be my dwelling too : 
Yet, as I take a lingering look 

Of scenes thy father lov'd, 
I feel I cannot leave the home. 

O'er which his footsteps roVd. 



Her Heart is not tliere* 

There is no music on the strings 

Of her neglected lute. 
Her white hands wake no more its choitis, 

Her bird-like voice is mute. 
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She wreaths no garlands for her vase, 

No roses for her hair ; 
She loiters in her lonely grove, 

Bat her heart is not there. 

The dancers gather in the hall, 

She is amid the hand, 
"With vacant smile and wand'ring glance. 

For those who claim her hand. 
Her eyes fiird with unbidden tears, 
' Her cheek is pale with care ; 
She's lonely 'mid the festival. 

For her heart is not there. 

She broods above her own dear thoughts, 

As o'er her nest the dove, 
While hope and memory's but one dream. 

Her first young dream of love. 
She hears a gallant trumpet suund, 

A banner sweeps the air, 
She sees a knight lead on the charge, 
, And oh, her heart was there I 



If silent Liooks betoken. 

If silent looks betoken, 

Our deeper feelings best. 
If thoughts which are not spoken. 

Are but more sweetly guess'd. 
Thou knowest mine already. 

While gazing on my brow, 
I grieve not, dearest lady, 

That language fails me now. 

But that hope may not borrow. 
The bright hue of thine eyes. 

To light love's world of sorrow 
With a ray of paradise. 
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Why could I not have met thee. 

Ere love wae so forbidden 1 
Why may I not forget thee, 

Since my memory e'en is chidden t 

Thro* the night-time long and lonely. 

My sleepless thoughts ore thine, 
I weep, to fancy only, 

What bliss might have been mine ; 
Oh I the spirit unforgiven, 

No keener pangs hath known. 
When -gazing on the heaven 

It ne'er may call its own. 

In bappier Sours. 

By T. n. Bailey. 
In happier hours, my pleasure all day 
Was to rove with the thoughtless, or dance with the 

Through life as I sported, no clouds could I see. 
And the hearts that were gayest, were dearest to me. 
But now, in affliction, how changed is the view. 
The gay hearts are many — sincere ones are few. 

Though some come around us to laugh and to jest. 
In sickness or sorrow they shrink from the test ; 
Their love and their friendship endure for awhile, 
When fortune is smiling, they also can smile ; 
Like blossoms that wither when day-light is gone. 
And lose all their sweetness when out of the sun. 

But thou, in my sorrow, still faithfully came. 
And though I am altered, I find you the same; 
Whene'er you come near me no pleasure you find. 
But always leave something like pleasure behind. 
Like the night4>Iowing seris, which sheds its perfume 
And opens its blossoms midst darkness and gloom. 
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The mow white plame her honnet brae, 
Wav*d not more pure and fidr ; 

Her sparkling eye, a floating gem- 
Like gold, her auburn hair. 

The rose bud slumbering on its bed. 
Ne'er wak*d a sweeter smile, 

But now she's gone ! and lost to me. 
My lovely Amiot Lyle ! 

Thy fiiiiy form I oft have seen ; 

On every passing breeze 
Have heard the melody of song. 

But, ah ! no strains like these. 
The thrilling tones that fi)rm thy haip 

The feelings oft beguile ; 
But now thou'rt gone, and lost to me. 

My lovely Annot Lyle ! 

Although thy heart's another's now. 

And beats no more for me. 
Yet I will teach my soul to pray. 

That it may pray for thee. 
This bursting heart alone can feel 

The absence of thy smile ; 
Since thou art gone and lost to me. 

My lovely Annot Lyle ! 

I smed a. -vraef u' irate yestreen, 

I gaed a waefu' gate yestreen, 

A gate, I fear I'll dearly rue ; 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o' bonnie blue. 
Twas not her golden ringlets bright, 

Her lips like roses, wat wi' dew. 
Her heaving bosom, lily-white. 

It was her een sae bonnie blue. 
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8h» talked, she smiled, my heart she wiled, 

Shecharmed my sool, I wifltna how ; 
And aye the stound, the deadly wound. 

Cam frae her een sae bonnie blue. 
But spare to speak, and spare to speed, 

8he*U aiblins listen to my vow ; 
Should she refuse, FU lay my dead 

To her twa een sae bonnie blue. 

liOcli-iia-gparr. 

By Lord Byron. 

Away, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses, 

In yon let the minions of luxury rove ; 
Restore me the rocks where the snow flake reposes. 

For still they are sacred to freedom and love. 
Yet, Caledonia, dear are thy mountains. 

Round their white summits tho' elements war, 
Tho' cataracts foam,*stead of smooth flowing fountains^ 

I sigh for the valley of dark Loch-na-garr. 

Ah ! there my young footings in infancy wander'd; 

My cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid ; 
On chieftains long perish'd my memory ponder'd. 

As daily I stray'd through the pine-cover'd glade. 
I sought not my home till the day's djing glory 

Gave place to the rays of the bright polar star. 
For fimcy was cheered by traditional story, 

Diick>s*d by the natives of dark Loch-na-gair. 

Shades of the dead ! have I not heard your voices 

Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale ? 
Surely the soul of the hero rejoices. 

And rides on the wind, o'er his own Highland dale. 
Round Loch-na-garr, while the stormy mist gathers, 

Winter presides in his cold icy car : 
Clouds there encircle the forms of my fiatthers. 

They dwell 'mid the tempests of daik: Loch-na-garr. 
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IU-«tarr'd, through hrave, did no vision forehoding; ' 

Tell yon that &te had forsaken your cause 1 
Ah ! were ydu designed to die at CuUoden, 

VicUnry crown'd not your fall with applause. 
Still were you happy in death's early slumber, 

You rest with youlr clan in the caves of Braeraax^ 
The pibroch resounds to the piper's bold number, 

Your deeds on the echoes of dark Loch-na-gaxr* 

Years have roll'd on, Loch-na-garr, since I left you. 

Years must elapse ere I tread you agsdn. 
Nature of verdure and flow'rs has bereft you ; 

Yet still you are dearer than Albion's plain. 
England, thy beauties are tame and domestic, 

To one who has roam'd on thermountains afiur, 
O, for the crags that are wild and majestic, 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch-na-garr. 

Native JLatid. 

By Mary Ann Browne. 
They bore him from his barren shore. 

The country of his birth ; 
From leafless wastes and ice^elds hoar. 

And all most loved on earth. 
They asked him but to leave his tribe. 

And then he should command 
Riches and wealth — and for that bribe 

He left his native land. 

They showed him sunny islands spread 

Beneath unclouded skies, 
Where orange groves hung overhead. 

And glance the bright fire-flies : 
They carried him to beauteous bowers, 

By fragrant breezes fenn'd : 
What cM'd he for their trees and flowers? 

'Twas not his native land ! 
25 T 



Ana AAiM's wliil9 ci& me ; 
He wmdd Iwve beca aMi9 gM to Mi^ 

The f^are dUm 0mn mown. 
And B»j a Wte «Bd joyoM apviA 

Cane fran tfwaovfdaditnaid; 
Bat coldly gfanoed hb eje uouadl^^ 

Tm* not hi* oatne IibA t 

ftnogen wefe kinA tn lam, and tnedy 

Vandj, to nMko him UhI; 
B«t afl their efixts he dcfiad— 

His boflom knew boiwL 
He «c« a modier fimdfy kim 

The infiint in her hand, 
>«d angiuih vning his heart, finr hit 

Wae in hit natiTe land. 

There is an innate feeling dings 

Around our human daj; 
Afendness for femilisT things, 

;That wifl not wear away : 
But oft consumes the heart it keqts 

Turned in its deathless band ; 
Even so was his, and now he de^ 

Far from his native land. 

Adlem mr Native IjBmUU 

Adieu, my native land, adieu ! 

The vessel spreads her swelOng sails, 
Perhaps I never more may view 

Your fertile fields, your flowery dales ; 
Delusive hope can charm no more. 

Far from the fruthless maid I roam. 
Unfriended seek some foreign shore, 

Unpitied leave my peaceful home ! 

Adini, my native laad, dbe. 



Farewell, dear village, oh ! fiifewell, 

Soft on the gale thy murmur diet, 
I hear tfaj solemn eTentng bell, 

Thy apiree yet glad my aching eyea ; 
Though finequent &lb the dazzling toar^ 

I acorn to s^uink at Fate'a decree. 
And think not, cruel maid, that e'er 

111 breathe another sigh for thee. 

Adieu, my native land, dec 
In Tain, through shades of firowning ni^il^ 

Mine eyes tiby rocky coast ezpiMe, 
Deep sinks the fieiy (urb (rf* light, 

I view thy btaccHia now no more^ 
Rise, billows, rise ! blow, hoUow widd ! 

(For night, nor storms, nor death, I foar,) 
Be friendly, bear me hence to find 

That peace which &te denies me here. 

Adieu, my native land, dec 

JLmd ye aliaU walk in Silk AUlM, 

''And ye shall walk in silk attire. 

And siller have to spare ; 
Gin ye'll consent to be my bride. 

Nor think on Donald mair.'* 
Oh ! who would buy a silken gown. 

With a poor broken heart 1 
And what's to me a siller crown. 

If from my love I part 1 
I would na' walk in silk attire. 

Nor braid wi' gems my hair ; 
Gin he whose faith is pledged wi' mino. 

Were wrang'd and grieving sair. 
From infiaincy he lov'd me still. 

And still my heart shall prove. 
How weel it can those Vows frdfil 

Which first repaid his love. 
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Mf Sister dear. 

My aster dear, o'&r this rude cheek* 
Oft Pre felt the tear-drop stealing, 
When those mute looks have told the MLmg, 

Hear^ denied thy tongue to speak ; 
Aad thou hadst comfort in that tear, 
Shed for thee, my. sister dear^ 

And now, alas ? I weep alone. 
By thee, my youth's dear friend, forsaken, 
'Mid thoughts that darkest fears awaken, 

Trembling for thy fate unknown ; 
And vainly flows the bitter tear, 
Slied ^r thee, my sister dear. 

Bonaparte's Fareirell. 

By Lord Btron. 

Farewell to the land, where Ibe gloom of my gloiy 

Arose and o'ershadow'd the earth with her name, 
8be abandons roe now, — ^but the page of her story. 

The brightest or blackest, is fiU'd with my fame. 
I have warr*d with a world which vanquish'd me only 

"When the meteor of Conquest allur'd me too far, 
I have coped with the nations which dread me thus 
lonely. 

The last single captive to millions in war ! 

Farewell to thee, France — ^when thy diadem crbwn'd 
me, 
I made thee the gem and the wonder of earth, — 
But thy weakness decrees I should leave as I found 
thee, 
Decayed in thy glory, and sunk in thy worth. 
Ob ! for the veteran hearts that were wasted 
In strife with the storm, when their battles were 
won, — 
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Then thd eagle whose gaze in that moment was Masted, 
Had still soar'd with eyes fixed on Yictoiy 's sun ! 

Farewell to thee, France — but when liberty rallies 

Once more in thy regions, remember me then — 
The violet grows in the depth of thy valleys, 

Though withered, thy tears will unfold it again. 
Yet, yet, I may baffle the hosts that surround us^ 

And yet may thy heart kap awake to my voice- 
There are links which must break in the chaiirthat 
has bound us ; 

Then turn thee, and call on the chief of thy chcuce ! 

Butterfly) Biotli and Bee. 

BTTTTElUrl.T, 
liOVeiJ 1iC«»a« «..^ k«npj ^•^'•y • 

Come away and taste with me ^ 

The pleasures of variety. 

Forever ranging ; 
'Tis sweet on buoyant air to mnrve, 
CVer garden, valley, field, and giove^ 
To flirt, to trifle, and to rove, 

Forever changing. 



Butterfly and, busy Bee 

By yon bright blaze go sport with me, 

Fed its warmth, its splendor see, 

Near it gently playing ; 
MariL its rays as round we go; 
We need not touch the flame, yon know, 
At pleasure's call our bosoms glow, 

Haste her call obeying. 



26» 



Butterfly and Moth so fiur. 
Silly, idley thoughtless pair. 



r and kwiw tb« dMpMt «MBe 
itiiefiinmof pleMUief 
Some daily duty aeck, like me, 
For ah! be sure that indnsfary 
To eftaj one alike, will be 
A sdkgaaid and a tieatidrak 

See, all, aee, yon creel boy, 
* The gandy Bntterfly destray. 
And victim to ddoatre joy. 

The Moth expites in Aime( 
The Bee, stiU cheerful, busy, gay, 
Benewa its toil from day today, 
Tk indnstvy that poiata the way 

Henrlly Tbouiids the Barlu 

Menily, merrily, boonds the bazk, 

She boaHdB before the gale ; 
Hie mountain breeiie from Binnadaicfa 

£i joyovs in her eaiL ' 

Merrily, menily, bounds the baik. 

O'er the brcMid ocean driven ; 
Her path by Rcmin's mountain dark^ 

The ataeniman's hand has given 

Menily, morrily, goes the baik, * 

On a breeze from the northward free ; 

So shoots through the morning Ay the laik. 
Or the swan through the summer sea. 

Merrily, menily, goes the bark, 

Before the gale she bounds ; 
So flies the dolphin from the Aaik, 

Or the deer before the hounds. 
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'Twas midnight dadc, 

The seaman'^ baik 
Swift o'er the waten bore him ; 

When, throng the night, 

He spied a light, 
Shoot o*er the wave before him. 

** A sail ! a sail !** he cries, 
** She comes from the Indian 

And to-night shall be our prize, 
Widi her freight of golden ffi 

Sail on, sail on, — 

When morning shone, 
He saw the gold still clearer ; 

But tho' so fast. 

The waves he passM, 
That boat seem'd never the netrar. 



Bright daylight 

And still the same 
Rich baik befbre him floated ; 

While on the prizes 

His wishful eyes^ 
Lake any young lover's dotedw 

<• More sail ! more sail !'* he 6ries, 
While die wave o'er-tops the 

And his bounding gaUey flSefl, 
Like an arrow bdfcn^ the blast 

Thus on and on. 

Tin day was gone. 
And the moon ihro* heatien did hid her; 

He swept the main, 

But all in vain. 
That beat seem'd never die nigher. 

Attd many a dtifi 
To night gave wigr» 
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And many a mom succeeded, 

Wliile 8tm his flight, 

Thro' day and night, 
That leatleas mariner speeded. 

Who knows — ^who knows what 
He is now careering o*er ? 

Behind the eternal breeze. 
And that mocking bark before ! 

For, oh ! till sky 

And earth shall die. 
And their death leave none to me it, 

That boat must flee. 

O'er the boundless sea. 
And diat ship in yain pursue it« 

Tlte Bilde. 

Oh ! take her, but be faithful still. 

And may ihe bridal Vow, 
Be sacred hdd in «&er years, 

And warmly breathed as now; 
Remember, 'tis no common tie 

That binds her youthful heart ; 
Tis one that only trutb should weave, 

And only death can part. 

The joys of childhood's happy hocor. 

The home of riper yeai% 
The treasur'd scenes of early youth. 

In sunshine and in tears ; 
The purest hopes her bosom knew. 

When her young heart was free. 
All these and more die now resigns. 

To htKwe the world with thee. 

Her lot in file is fix'd with thine, 
Iti food and ill to abars^ * 
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And well I know 'twill be her pride, 
To 0oodie each sorrow there ; 

Then take her, and- may fleeting time, 
Mark only Joy's increase, 

And may your days glide sweetly on, 
In happiness and peace. 

Notbing- at all. 

In Derry down dale when I wanted a mate 
I went with day daddy, a courting of Kate, 
With my nosegay so fine, in my holy-day clothes. 
My hands in my pockets a courting I goes. 
The weather was cold, and my bosom was hot, 
My heart in a gallop — my mare in a trot — 
Now I was so bashfiil so loving withal. 
My tongue stuck to my mouth, and I said 

jyothing at alL 

When I came to the house, I look'd bashful and gmm. 
The knodLer I held 'twixt my finger and thum^. 
Rap went the knocker, Kate cdiow'd her chin. 
She chuckled and buckled, I bow^ and went in. 
Now I was as bashful as bashful could b^ 
And Kitty, poor soul, was as bashful as me ; 
So I laugh'd, and I grinn'd, and I let my hat fall. 
Giggled, scratched jay head, and said 

^N\tthing at all. 

If bashful was I, the more bashfuVthe maid. 
She simper'd and 8igh'd,with her apron strings play'd ; 
The old folks impatient to have the thing done. 
Agreed ^t my Kitty and I should be one. 
So, then we young ones both nodded consent, 
Then hand in hai^ to get married we went. 
When we answered ^ parson, in voices so sman» 
Toa scaree could have heard us, say 

* Nothing' at aH* 
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Bat mukwkti a ohange in the course of a week. 
My Kate left off Mushing, I boldly could speak — 
Could play with mj Kitty, and laugh at a jest. 
And Kate could talk, ay too, as well as the best 
Andtalk'dofpastfottiesyweofthavededar'd . 
To encourage young folka, who at wedlock are scaPd, 
For if to your aid some assurance you call. 
You may kiss and get manied, and it's 

J^othktg at ulL 

" Can- 1 aiTAin tbat lipolL recall* 

Can I again ^t look recall, 

Whid^ once could make me die for thee 1 
No, no^ the eye that bums On all. 

Shall never moc$J2^ j^Q^Wme. 

Can r again that form caress. 

Or on that lip in joy recline 1 
No, no-^the lip that all may press* 

Shall never more be pressed by mine. 

Tbe Swiss maid* 

Come haste thee, come haste thee, my bonnie Swiss 

mai^ 
Take Ifay cloak, and to church let's vwaj ; 
The plighted love, I claim so true, 
For tnie's my- love, sincere to you, 
Then haste diee, come haste thee, my bonnie Swiss 

maid. 
Tike thy doak and to church let's away. 

Am not r, am not I, ^n a happy Swiss naid 1 
Now bleas'd with my own true love ; 
My shepherd swain, to wekxmie home. 
And haU with Joy each night's return. 
Am not I, am not I, a hi^y Swiss itMod, 
Now Uess'd with my own true love ? 



Now at eve, now al ere, see the happj Swiss maid. 
In her cot, with contentment and peace, 
There's nought disturbs, devoid of care, 
Her rest is sweet, she knows no fear. 
Then * good night,^ and < good night,' goes the hap- 
py Swiss maid, 
In her cot, to her slumbers in peace. 

Beliaire y^m^*®!' Ibef ore F#l]c« 

Aia— ** Good moriow to your nig ht-ca^** 
Behave yourser bdbre foft. 
Behave yoursel' before folk, 
Anddinna be sae rude to me. 

As kiss me aae before folk. 
It wadna gi'e me mdkle pain. 
Gin we were seen and heard by nane, 
To tak' a kiss, or grant you ane ; 
But, gudesake ! no before foik. 
Behave yourser before folk. 
Behave yoursel' before folk ; 
Whate'er you do, v^ien out o' view. 
Be cautious aye before folk* 

Consider, lad, how folk will crack. 
And what a great afiair they'll mak' 
O' naething but a simple smack. 
That's gien or taen before folk* 
Behave yourser before folk. 
Behave yoursel* before folk ; 
Nc« gi'e the tongue o' auld or yoni^ 
Occasion to come o'er folk. 

It's no through hatred o' a kiss^ 
That I sae plainly tell you this ; 
But, losh 1 1 tak' it sair amiss 

To be sae teas'd before folk. 

Behave yoursel* befiMW-folk, 
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Behave yourael* before folk ; 
When we're our lane ye may tak' ane, 

But fient a ane before folk. 
Fm sure wl* you Fve been as free 
As ony modest lass should be ; 
Bat yet, it doesna do to see 

Sic freedom used before folk. 

Behave yourseU before folk ; 

Behave youreeF befoife folk, 
m ne'er submit again to it — 

So mind you that — ^before folk. 

Ye tell me that my face is fair ; 
It may be sae — ^I dinna care- 
But ne'er again gar't blush sae sair 
As ye hae done before folk. 
Behave yoursel' before folk, 
Behave youtsel' before folk ; 
Nor heat my cheeks wi' your mad freaks, 
But aye be douce before folk. 

Ye tell me that my lips are sweet ; 
Sic teles, I doubt, are a' deceit ; 
At ony rate, it's hardly meet 

To prie their sweets before folk. 

Behave yoursel* before folk. 

Behave yoursel' before- folk ; 
Gin thaf s the case, there's time and place. 

But surely not before folk. 

But, gin ye really do insist 
That I should suffer to be kiss'd, 
Gae, get a license frae the priest. 

And mak' me yours before folk. 

Behave yourser before folk. 

Behave yoursel' before folk ; 
And when we're ane, bath flesh and bane» 

Ye 'may tak' ten— before folk. 
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Tlie Maid •! Castile* 

Oh ! remember the time m La Mancha'g shades. 

When our moments so bUssfullj flew ; 
When you call'd me the flow'r of Castilian maids. 

And I blush'd to be call'd so by- you : 
When I taught you to warble the gay SeguadiUe, 

And to dance to the light Castanet ; 
Ohy never, dear youth, let you roam where you will. 

The delight of those moments forget 

They tell me, you lovers from Erin's green isle, 

Ev'ry hour a new passion can feel ; 
And that soon in the light of some lovelier smile. 

You'll forget the poor maid of Castile. 
But they know not how brave in the battle you are. 

Or they never could think you would rove; 
For 'tis iUways the spirit most gallant in war. 

That is fondest and truest in love ! 

Tlie mild. Segrar. 

Oh, leave the noisy, smoky scene. 

The streets of glaring light, 
And take a stroll to Turnham-green, 

And we'll return at night. 
Then as we watch the stages pass, 

And hear their wheels afar ; 
Of grog we'll take a cheerful glass. 

And smoke a mild segar. 

ril tell you how a maiden swooned. 

And made a devilish din ; 
Her bottle fell upon the ground. 

Was broke, and spill'd her gin. 
ril tell thee how a crowd drew nigh, 

Who heard her screams afar ; 
And if my tale should prove too dry. 

Why take a glass with your segar. 
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rin iw Anrp mi thr ■imntiin, nnr tint nn tfin hfcn^ 
Nor eoia in my eaSet, lo keep me awi^ ; 
If OT com in my gmiery n<v fimtt on my tne^ 
Yet the maid of Uanwdlyn anBes sweetly oq bmu 

Bidi Owen will M you, with eyee fiill flCnom» 
Tbiwd bwe is my cost, and my ho— > im tern ^ 
8eoff on, my rich Ow«i, im Mak is thy g^ee^ 
WhQe^ maid irfLlanweflyn ■mips s w eetly on mo. 

Hie fiumer ridea proudly tomaiket and&ii^ 
And the deik at the tayem still claims die great chair ; 
Bat of all onrprood fellows the proudest FlI be. 
While the maid ci Llanwelfyn smiles sweetly on. dm. 

TM« ymm^ R#ae« 
The young Boae which I give thee, so dowy and 

brig^ 
Was ^ flow'ret most dear to die sweet bird of night. 
Who oft by the moon o'er her blnshes hath hong. 
And thriilVl eveiy leaf with the wild lay he song. 

Oh ! take thoo this yoong Rose, and let her life be 
Prolonged by the breath ihe will borrow from thee ! 
For while o*er her bosom thy soft notes shall thrill. 
She'll think the sweet nigfat-Urd is courting her stilL 

Keep YmjBkx Tears for mcu 

When 'midst die gay I meet 

That gentle snule ^f thine, 
Tho' still on me it tains most swae^ 

I scarce can call it mine. 
Bat when to me alone 

Your secret tears you show, 
O then I feel those tears my own» 

And claim them while thi^ flow. 
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Then stiU with bright looks bleis 

The gay, the cold, ike free ; 
Give smiles to those who love yon less, 

But keep your tears for me. 

The snow' on Jmra*s steep 

Can smile with many a beaio. 
Yet still in diains of coldness sleep. 

How bright soe'er it seepi. 
But when some deep-felt ray, 

Whose touch is fire, appears. 
Oh I then die smile is warm'd away. 

And melting turns to tears. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, the free, 
Give smiles to those who love you less. 

But keep your tears for me. ^ 

Not Not 

7%e cOebrmUd duet sung hp Mr. Sinclair md Mr». 
Bowbotkam. 

He. — ^WUl you not bless, with one sentence, ft lover. 

Whose bosom beats (vdy for you ; 
The cause of your anger, I prythee discover. 

Pray tell me the reaspn for 1 
She, No! 

iR?.— -Say, dearest, you still love me ? 
She. No! 

He^ — Oh, how can you doom me to sorrow. 

Yet once again bless me vdth 

She. No! 

He, — ^And prmnise to meet me to-morrow. 

Promise— 
She. No! 

He. — Prythee^- 
She. No! 

iBe.— Dcm't say, no ! 
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Be, — ^M«8t we, then, dearest Maria, sever. 

And can you then part with me 1 
She. No! 

Mb. — ^Th«n swear by yon sun, to be mine only ever. 

You cannot refuse me, love ! 
She. No! 

Jle. — ^You hate not your fond lover 1 
She. No ! 

He. — ^Your haad to my faithful heart pressing, 

Say, does it offend you, love ? 
She. No! 

Me — ^Thea, to marry will not be distressing, 

Answer 1 
She. No! 

iSfir.— *Once more 
She. No ! no ! no ! no ! 

urben cold in tbe Eartb. 

When cold in the earth lies the friend thou hast 
loved, 

Be his faults and his follies forgot by thee then ; 
Or, if from tiieir slumber the veil be removed. 

Weep o'er them in silence and close it again ; 
And oh ! if *tis pain to remember how far 

From the pathways of light he was tempted to 
roam, 
JBe it bliss to remember that thou wert the star 

That arose on his darkness, and guided him home. 

From thee and thy innocent beauty first came 

The revealings, that taught him true love to adore. 
To feel the bright presence and turn him with shame 

From the idols he darkly had knelt to before. 
O'er the waves of a life long benighted and wild. 

Thou cam*st like a sofl golden calm o'er the aea; 
And, if happiness purely and glowingly smiled 

On his evening horizon, the light was frnm l^ee. 
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And tho' lometimes the shade of past folly WMild nae. 

And tho' &]flehood again would allure him to straj^ 
He bat turned to the glory that dwelt in those eyes, 

And the folly, the falsehood, soon vanished away. 
As the priests of the Sun, when their altar grew dim. 

At the day-beam alone could its lustre repair, 
80 if yirtue a moment grew lang^d in him. 

He but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there I 

'Wli«B file Bote-bnd, 

When the rose-bud of summer, its beauty best o wing 
On winter*s rude banks all its sweetness'shall pour. 

And the sunshine of day in night's Anrkntm be 
glowing. 
Oh ! then, dearest EUen, Fll lore you no moie. 

When of hope the last spark, which thy smile lov'd 

to cherish. 

In my bosom shall die, and its splendor be o'er. 

And the pulse of that heart which adores yoa shall 

perish. 

Oh ! then, dearest Ellen, Fll love you no more. 



i hiiluMu,,, 
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